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Alliance, a group of writers who promoted underground writing and protested corruption in the 
wider literary world. For a decade, the group flourished before its individualistic members went 
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This book is dedicated to the memory of Steve Kostecke, the editor of The Slush Pile zine, 
without whom it would not exist. 
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Published by Frighty LLC in 2020 


All individual copyrights are held by individual writers. The book as a whole, however, may be 
freely distributed, posted, printed, emailed, mailed, broadcast, recited, performed, exercised to, 
developed into interpretive dances, converted into smoke signals, used instead of Greeking in 
graphic design projects, turned into wallpaper, recorded, posited as the talking cure for librarians 
and other bibliophiles, and otherwise reproduced, unless you are making money from it, in which 
case you had better turn it over pronto, buster. 


All opinions, satires, fictions, poetics, parodies, recipes, fake news, stock tips, mob incitings, 
conspiracy theories, drunken rants, ideological debates, ego posturings, sex advice, verbal 
diarrhea, graphomania, glossolalia, life meanings, personal philosophies, preaching, 
interpretations of pop music lyrics, lottery number picks, and other ideas expressed in the writing 
herein are solely those of the individual author and do not necessarily represent the views of the 
other writers nor Frighty LLC. 


The writing of individual authors was minimally edited, so stylistic variations will occur across 
the text. Underground writers tend to flout standard writing conventions, so most idiosyncrasies 
have remained; generally, only obvious typos or material needing clarification have been altered. 


This book is intended for mature readers. 


This book would not have been possible without the contributors and we thank them for their 
contributions and other assistance such as finding other long lost members of the group. Also, we 
must thank the following individuals who also assisted, whether by tracking down contributors or 

otherwise: Asha Anderson, Haley Kostecke, Craig Kostecke, Michele McDannold, Alex Munt, 
Madrea Olive, and Yul Tolbert and the other Slush Pile cover artists. 
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Introduction 
by Wred Fright 


The Underground Literary Alliance (ULA) all started with one pissed-off reader in Detroit, 
Michigan USA. 


Eventually, more than fifty writers would be involved, protesting corruption in the literary world 
and promoting the works of little-known underground literature. Though the loosely-organized 
group would only last for the first decade of the century before the members scattered into their 
individual orbits, it made for one of the most interesting aspects of 21st Century North American 
literature so far (the very cynical might say the only interesting aspect). In these pages, you can 
read a sampling of the group's writing, all gathered in one book for the first time. This 
introduction briefly traces the history of the group and this anthology. 


The group begins with Karl "King" Wenclas, who liked reading the classics but thought most 
contemporary literature sucked. When he investigated why so much of contemporary literature 
seemed lifeless to him, he found that the literary world that produced it was a cesspool of 
cronyism, corruption, corporate consolidation, conglomerate control, and creative writing 
program pyramid schemes. He decided to do something about that and, in 1992, he began 
publishing The New Philistine and agitating the literary world into publishing better material. In 
the meantime, he fell into the world of zines--self-published, passionate, typically photocopied 
underground publications--when he ran across Factsheet Five, a zine that reviewed other zines and 
served as the central crossroads of the zine world. Here, Wenclas discovered the writers he was 
looking for. 


He just wondered why no one else seemed to know about them outside of the zine world. It 
seemed as if there was a connection between the lifeless lit being sold in chain bookstores and the 
exciting stuff he received in the mail, like at some point American literature had made a wrong 
turn and gotten lost. In addition to critiquing mainstream literature, he started promoting the 
work of underground writers in The New Philistine and its successor zines Pop Literary Gazette 
(coedited by a failed academic and possibly psychotic individual who went by the name of Max 
Sitting) and Zine Beat (later retitled Zeen Beat). After reading the book called Geniuses Together: 
American Writers in Paris in the 1920s by Humphrey Carpenter, Wenclas started wondering if a 
similar phenomenon could occur again. He started challenging the zine writers to engage with the 
main stream of American letters, writing an essay, "How To Create A Literary Movement", that 
was published in Zine World: A Reader's Guide To The Underground Press #11, the zine that had 
replaced the now-defunct Factsheet Five as the center of the zine world. In this essay, he 
campaigned for zine writers to congregate in one city and commence an assault on what he 
regarded as the ruinous literary industrial complex. In 1999, after a life-threatening fire in his 
apartment building in Detroit, Wenclas followed his own advice and uprooted his life to move to 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania USA to be close to the literary center of the world in New York City, 
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New York USA but to not become absorbed into it and become yet another conventional 
credentialed careerist member of the literati. Since Wenclas would be taking on entrenched 
institutions such as universities and corporate publishers, he knew he was going to need some help 
in his mission to save American literature, so he set about building a superteam of zine writers 
with whom to commence his campaign. 


On 8 October 2000, Wenclas and five other undergrounders he recruited--Doug Bassett, Michael 
Jackman, Steve Kostecke, Joe Smith, and Ann Sterzinger--met in person in Hoboken, New Jersey 
USA and formed The Underground Literary Alliance, an activist organization that would protest 
corruption in the wider literary world as well as promote the work of the literary underground. 
Their first work of activism was to protest the awarding of a Guggenheim grant to writer Rick 
Moody, who was already wealthy and did not need a grant from a tax-exempt foundation (indeed, 
the ULA's larger point was that such organizations were just tax shelters for the rich anyway and 
probably shouldn't exist in the first place). Their first work to promote underground writing was a 
reading at the Amato Opera House on 21 March 2001, itself preceded by a raucous press 
conference at CBGB's that saw the group engage in an impromptu debate with George Plimpton, 
editor of The Paris Review, and other literary world insiders, and the crashing of a literary reading 
by mainstream writer Elisa Schappel (as Kostecke wrote in his Auslanders Raus! zine, "Soon, we 
were all back on the sidewalk"). The ULA actions led to coverage in The Village Voice and other 
media outlets. Such coverage in publications such as The New York Times would prove to be a 
staple of the group over the years, fueled often by Wenclas's rabblerousing press releases, usually 
featuring his iconic all capitals handwriting. The mainstream attention and controversy was 
mirrored in the underground as debates about various aspects of the ULA campaign soon became 
commonplace in many zines, Websites, and on the alt.zines newsgroup. 


Internally though, after the initial wave of activity, the original group was already breaking up, a 
period Wenclas, looking back, would call the group's "Civil War" in the Summer 2005 U.L.A. 
Herald, a newsletter Wenclas would sporadically produce to keep members up to date on things. 
However, as the group moved on to other protests and activities, they picked up members across 
the country. As some members would leave, others would join, with the group always having a 
core active group of anywhere from the original half-dozen to a dozen. As Wenclas put it in a 
recruiting letter from 2001, "The U.L.A. goal is simple: the creation of a populist literary 
movement that can stand as an alternative to the decayed and elitist machine that masquerades 
today as American literature." 


To those ends, the ULA soon published their first communal zine, The Slush Pile, edited by 
Kostecke, featuring work by Bassett, Chris Estey, Jackman, Sterzinger, Wenclas, and Kostecke 
himself. The delayed release of the first issue caused some grumpiness among the group, leading 
to it being closely followed by a less-official second communal zine, edited by Sterzinger called 
The Disintegration, featuring work by Cullen Carter, Kostecke, Crazy Carl Robinson, Wenclas, 
myself, and Sterzinger herself, which itself caused more grumpiness among the group. 
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Nevertheless, over the subsequent years, four more issues of Slush Pile were published, along with 
two issues of the Wenclas-edited Literary Fan Magazine, and a few one-off projects such as 
2004's Fear & Loathing In The Workplace, a communal zine between the ULA and Smith's Red 
Roach Press; Jackman's Wet Firecracker, a protest over the selection of McSweeney's, an 
expensive magazine, in 2001 as best zine at the Firecracker Alternative Book Awards; and a 
special issue of The Whirligig published by J.D. Finch to accompany the F Independent Literary 
Festival the ULA organized in Cleveland, Ohio USA in 2006. 


Their action in print was also joined by many performances as the ULA followed up on the 
original Amato House reading in New York City by organizing many readings over the years, 
from the Underground Invasion reading in Hamtramck, Michigan USA on 26 September 2002 to 
the final ULA reading in Philadelphia on 16 May 2009. One notable reading was a benefit for 
Carter, who had been injured by a car while riding his bicycle. That reading in Chicago, Illinois 
USA took place in 2003. 


As the ULA progressed, word spread through the underground and mainstream literary worlds, 
accelerated by the addition of a website by Jeff Potter, LiteraryRevolution.Com (a version still up 
as of this writing in May 2020, though the versions typical of when the ULA was active can only 
be found by plugging it in at https://web.archive.org). Initially a fan website, 
LiteraryRevolution.Com soon became the official online gathering place of the group. Through it, 
Kostecke would edit a weekly series of Monday Reports documenting corruption in the literary 
world. This led to a situation in 2002 where the ULA intervened to help write Lisa B. Falour get 
paid by a publisher who had tried to stiff her out of royalties. As Falour stated to the ULA, "I 
doubt I'd have been paid without your help." She later joined the group. Along with Falour, the 
organization would also champion the work of other longtime undergrounders such as Jack 
Saunders and Wild Bill Blackolive. 


This work on behalf of underground writers was usually overshadowed in the press by the protests 
of corruption in the mainstream literary world, however. In 2002, the group protested a National 
Endowment for the Arts (NEA) grant to already wealthy novelist Jonathan Franzen, who at first 
tried to placate the ULA by claiming he had used the $20,000 of taxpayer money to purchase 
sculptures from a starving artist, then once it was pointed out that NEA money can only be used 
to directly support the grantee in the creation of art made up some other bullshit about how he 
used the money ("research" is what he finally told Ian Spiegelman of The New York Post). Of 
course, Franzen never returned the money or apologized, since the literary world was so corrupt 
that his behavior was normative, and he probably never understood why what he did was so 
obviously wrong to anyone outside of it (a typical scenario was that one's friends would award one 
a grant one year and then that writer would award them a grant the next year when judging on an 
awards panel). In 2003, as the country geared up for the Iraq War, the ULA almost got into a 
brawl with writer Tom Beller when they complained about the content of a reading at Housing 
Works Bookstore Cafe & Bar and got thrown out of the reading as a result (Wenclas on the event: 
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"A tree, a cunt, and a candy bar. Today that's what passes for literature"). In 2004, the group 
protested the National Book Awards, which had chosen for their five fiction book of the year 
candidates, five books by wealthy authors living in Manhattan (chosen by a panel chaired by 
Moody, so no one should have been surprised that all of American literature was essentially 
distilled down to a few wealthy adjoining zip codes), with Wenclas even journeying there to 
protest in person. Another notable protest was the 50th anniversary of Allen Ginsberg's Howl 
protest in 2006, organized around a reading celebrating the poem at Columbia University 
featuring literary insiders such as Moody. The protest sought to resist the cooption of an 
underground classic by the mainstream literary world that would be opposed to its contemporary 
equivalent, and the event was highlighted by Eric "Jelly Boy The Clown" Broomfield snapping a 
mousetrap on his tongue while on stage to protest the willful ignoring of today's living 
underground writers while celebrating the work of one safely dead so he couldn't object or make 
any economically or socially relevant comments that might offend the cultured and wealthy elite 
in the audience. 


Not surprisingly, with the ULA's success came imitation and attack. Imitation came in the form 
of such phenomena as a shortlived Midwest Literary Underground group and a fake hate letter 
(one of many fake ULA items made over the years including Websites and blogs) purportedly 
from Wenclas to Daniel Handler, writer of the Lemony Snicket books, which Handler and writer 
David Sedaris chuckled over at in an interview published in The Ruminator Review (shortly after, 
the magazine would go bust; unfortunately for the health of American literature, the smug writers’ 
careers continued), as well as literary critics such as Dale Peck echoing points the ULA had made 
earlier (Peck in one review declared Moody "the worst writer of his generation" to much 
controversy). A particularly humorous attack came from Franzen and writer Dave Eggers 
(Eggers even wrote anonymous Amazon.Com reviews savaging the ULA, revealed due to a 
technical glitch in 2004), both ironically falsely accusing the ULA of writing anonymous negative 
reviews of books by Franzen's and Eggers's friends (nope, those reviews were actually just from 
readers who thought the books sucked, and as Kostecke put it in response to Franzen's statement 
on the manner "With the really flamingly negative reviews, I think it's always worth asking what 
kind of person has time to write them.", "well here's your answer, J-Franz: people exactly like 
Dave Eggers."). Not all attacks were anonymous, showing that some folks in the mainstream 
literary world had guts if not ethics. The most overt attack was The Believer magazine article in 
2003 by Tom Bissell, who complained that the ULA didn't debate a Yale professor (the professor 
demanded that the ULA read books he chose for the debate--why a reading list is needed for a 
debate Bissell never explains) and compared the group with Soviet Communism (mainly because 
members created their own pennames; apparently Bissell had never heard of the venerable literary 
tradition of the nom de plume). Some attacks came in literary forms. Moody wrote a short story, 
published in the literary magazine Ploughshares, called "The Free Library", apparently based on 
the time in 2002 when Wenclas attended a reading by Moody at the Philadelphia Free Library 
and asked Moody questions he found uncomfortable. Similarly, former ULA member Tim Hall 
lampooned the group with his short story "Literary Anarchists Mobilizing Everywhere" (the 
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group's acronym in the story is LAME) published in the zine Go Metric. At least some art was 
created with those attacks; other antagonists backed down so quickly that it was a wonder they 
even bothered in the first place. David Berman, poet and musician (The Silver Jews), was all set 
to debate the ULA at one point, but he ultimately backed out and eventually didn't respond to 
future invitations. Perhaps he had learned of Wenclas's skills in research and did not want the 
world to know that the bohemian artist was the son of a wealthy Washington, D.C. USA lobbyist, 
not common knowledge at the time (on a sadder note, Berman would eventually commit suicide, 
along with other darlings of the literati of the period such as David Foster Wallace, a literal 
manifestation perhaps of the mainstream literary world's movement overall towards in Wenclas's 
words in the 2007 Monday Report "Fortresses Of The Status Quo: Excursion To NYC", "artistic 
suicide"). 


Nevertheless, despite the opposition, the ULA continued to grow. They continued getting 
mainstream media attention even in such odd places as a glossy fashion magazine (Black Book, an 
article that was later republished in a book of the magazine's "greatest hits"). Some of this 
attention was spurred on by the weekly Monday Reports which commented on various timely 
topics in the literary world from the mainstream to the underground. Notable topics over the 
years included the Central Intelligence Agency funding of The Paris Review (according to writer 
Richard Cummings, it was designed as one of the many propaganda activities aimed at European 
intellectuals against the allure of Cold War Communism; it also had the domestic effect of 
suppressing socially relevant art that might upset the economic and political status quo by 
emphasizing form over content, thus the state-sponsored promotion of such movements as 
abstract expressionism), a visit by several ULAers to the offices of New York media outfits, the 
takeover by corporate publishing of a group designed to promote independent literature (The 
Council of Literary Magazines and Presses), and whether or not writer Hunter S. Thompson was 
the ULA fan known as Evil Journalista who stopped corresponding shortly before Thompson's 
suicide. Activity such as the steady stream of Monday Reports came from the many debates 
among the group about what the group should accomplish and concentrate on. To that end, the 
group held several meetings over the years, in Philadelphia, Hamtramck, and even Tokyo, Japan 
once! Surveys of the membership were occasionally conducted through the post or online. 
Mainly though, the organization was a platform for whatever a member wanted to do, so many 
readings, books, zines, protests, and other phenomena graced with the ULA name during this 
period were at times essentially the effort of one member or another. Leopold McGinnis and 
Potter even developed a series of fun ULA trading cards. Stickers were also printed up from time 
to time (one memorable bumper sticker asked "Why is today's fiction so boring?") as well as t- 
shirts and posters. Furthermore, in its role of representing the entire literary underground, the 
ULA published many underground and independent writers who never became members, and 
those writers also performed at ULA shows and participated in ULA protests. Such writers 
included Cry Bloxsome (a mysterious writer from Perth, Australia, who wrote several Monday 
Reports), Rich Mackin (present at the CBGB's press conference and the Amato Opera House 
reading), Lawrence Richette (a familiar presence at ULA Philly events), and many more too 
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numerous to list. 


During this period, the Web was being developed further, and one particular popular 
manifestation was the blog, which due to its ease of use and ubiquity seemed at the time to have 
replaced the zine as the default means of personal publication. The ULA ran two blogs initially, 
one devoted to publishing literature, Underground Literary Adventures 
(https://undergroundliteraryalliance.blogspot.com), and another devoted to publishing reviews, 
Underground Literary Reviews (https://ulareview.blogspot.com). In 2007, several ULAers left the 
group to form another group that concentrated on promoting underground writing, leaving off the 
literary activism aspect. This formation of The Guild Of Outsider Writers or The Outsider 
Writers Collective (the name varied from time to time) led to the closing of Underground 
Literary Adventures, but some other communal ULA blogs popped up to replace it such as 
Underground Lettres Arts Manifest (https://ulamanifest.blogspot.com), The ULA Critique 
(https://ulacritique.blogspot.com), and ULA Poetry And Fiction 
(https://ulapoetryandfiction.blogspot.com). Individual members, of course, had blogs, many 
associated closely with the group, the most prominent being Wenclas's Attacking The Demi- 
Puppets (https://kingwenclas.blogspot.com), which featured many vigorous debates on the ULA 
and other literary matters in the comments section of various posts. At the time of this writing in 
May 2020, all of these blogs are still up and can be visited by anyone seeking to read more ULA 
work or to get a more expanded understanding of the history of the group. 


Expanding beyond blogs and zines, the ULA entered the book trade in 2005 with the first entry in 
the ULA Press line, a Saunders book entitled Bukowski Never Did This, published by Lit Vision 
Press. It would soon be joined by books from Blackolive, Kostecke, James Nowlan, Robinson, 
myself, and others, most published through Potter's Out Your Backdoor Press. For the book line, 
Robinson and myself would do a brief book tour in the summer of 2007 on the East Coast and in 
the Midwest. Reviews of the books were sparse but generally positive. They were released to 
little fanfare overall, however. It seems that the mainstream literary world, tired of losing debates 
to the ULA, had chosen just to ignore the group, an ultimately more successful strategy of 
opposition. If the books had been bad, the literati would have delighted in savaging them, similar 
to what was done earlier to weaker material published in the zines and online. For example, 
Bissell liked launching such smarmy zingers as "could not write his way out of Ranger Rick", but 
he would have looked buffoonish trying that tack on the ULA Press books. In an odd twist on the 
old wisdom about keeping quiet if one couldn't say anything good about someone, since the 
literati couldn't say anything bad about the ULA books, they chose to say nothing. Part of the 
problem also was that the mainstream literary world was, as the ULA claimed, falling into greater 
irrelevance in American culture. For example, book review sections were disappearing in 
newspapers; when they still appeared, the reviews were often just reprints from The Washington 
Post or another prominent newspaper that still carried reviews. Writer feuds such as the ULA 
engaged in appeared in newspaper gossip columns in 2003. Just a couple of years later, few if 
any writers would even be considered gossipworthy. The result was that the ULA Press books 
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metaphorically debuted to the sound of crickets. Elvis, even the Zine Elvis Wenclas always hoped 
would appear to lead the way to a rebirth of literature, had left the building, and if he read a book 
at all, it was on a Kindle or Nook or some other ereading device and it was probably Harry Potter, 
Twilight, or Fifty Shades Of Grey, not a book by Moody or the ULA. 


However, the books did serve as a high water mark of sorts for the group, putting their writing 
literally on the same shelves as those of their mainstream rivals, and in a form, unlike 
photocopied zines, that was the cultural equivalent of the corporate product. With this goal of 
sorts achieved, the group's activities began to wind down, its energy perhaps spent. Always 
loosely organized, even if at one point Wenclas made up official membership cards and titles were 
conferred from time to time (Jackman and others served as Executive Director, Wenclas was 
Director of Publicity, and so on, all the way down to various Bureau Chiefs, which mainly meant 
a ULA member lived in that area), members, even Wenclas himself, began to drift away, even 
when they didn't officially quit such as I did (I wanted to devote more time to writing). By the 
end of the decade, the group existed only in theory. There was no official enddate. If you want 
one to serve as the opposing bookend to 8 October 2000, go ahead and use 16 May 2009, the 
date of the final ULA reading, which no one at the time likely had any idea was the final reading. 
Perhaps the end was inevitable; after all, it was a collection of fairly anarchistic individuals to 
begin with, or perhaps it was the effects of The Great Recession hitting the members, many of 
whom existed on the margins of the economy already (the ULA can be understood somewhat as a 
working class rebellion against being excluded by the privileged from even the cheapest of art 
forms--for writing, all one needs is language, ideas, a writing instrument, and paper, not 
thousands of dollars to get a Master of Fine Arts degree like the literati were claiming). 
Whatever the case, fortunately, the Underground Literary Alliance left some good reading behind 
underneath all the ruckus and controversy. 


Which brings us to this anthology. Initially, it was supposed to be published in 2005 by Hall's 
Undie Press. It had an Amazon.Com page (still does as of this writing in May 2020-- 
https://www.amazon.com/Our-Bad-Writers-Underground- 
Corruption/dp/09763460 1 X/ref=sr_1_5?dchild=1), and an ad ran for it in Slush Pile #4. It was 
then-titled Our Bad Writers (. .. Are Better Than Your Bad Writers). It was to be a best of the 
first four issues of Slush Pile plus "nine pieces of ULA literary activism and protest", most of 
which ended up being run in the fifth issue of Slush Pile, the protest issue after the anthology was 
delayed (internal disputes between Hall and Kostecke caused the project to be shelved). Over the 
intervening years, various other delays kept the project from being published, my favorite being 
the time Falour was reportedly too busy looking for UFOs and didn't send Kostecke updates she 
wanted to include in her contribution. At one point in 2007, it looked like the book would finally 
come out from Concourse Press (like Undie, also now apparently defunct) but obviously that 
never happened either. By the end of the decade, as noted earlier, the ULA had essentially run its 
course, and in 2011, Kostecke died, ending the project until I picked it up again in 2020, when I 
had some free time and a box of ULA zines that I wondered what to do with until I remembered 
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my disappointment that the anthology had never come out and how hard Kostecke had worked on 
it, and I decided to see if it could be resurrected as a tribute to him, just in time for the 20th 
anniversary of the ULA's founding. 


Even in the earliest days of the project, Kostecke, to some controversy, wanted to include work 
from former ULA members. In that spirit, I sought to include a contribution from everyone who 
was ever a member of the group (if I missed anyone, I apologize; I drew from the membership 
lists on LiteraryRevolution.Com, but membership did tend to be fluid, so there is a small 
possibility that those may not have been an entirely complete list). The size of the book would be 
dependent on whom could be included. As Kostecke wrote in an email about the anthology in 
2007, "Whether this antho is a slim volume or a more-voluminous one depends on your 
responses." Some ULAers were unable to be reached, did not respond to multiple attempts to 
contact them, or missed the deadline, so it is with regret that work by the following writers will 
not be found within these pages: Doug Bassett, Eric "Jelly Boy The Clown" Broomfield, Matthew 
Broomfield, Tim Hall, Cynthia Ruth Lewis, Marissa Ranello, Christopher Robin, Phillip Routh, 
Pat Simonelli, Leah Smith, The Urban Hermitt, Yul Tolbert, and Ranger Rita Webb. Three 
ULAers, J. D. Finch, Michael Jackman, and Chris Zappone (sometimes known as Chris Zee or 
Christian Zappone), declined to participate in the anthology. Other ULAers such as Lisa B. 
Falour and Jack Saunders died between the time they first agreed to be in the anthology and its 
publication. Their work has been included here in accordance with their earlier wishes to be part 
of the anthology. Unfortunately, some other ULAers have also died, and no prior authorization to 
use their work in this anthology existed, so the anthology does not include the work of George 
Balgobin, Joe Pachinko, and Joseph Verrilli (it was hard enough finding the living writers; I didn't 
want to attempt finding next of kin or estate executors). Ultimately, the book includes the work 
of 30 ULAers, a majority of the group, but a slimmer, trimmer anthology than the ideal one with 
everyone included. Nevertheless, it is a good read, and, perhaps as the old saying goes about 
addition by subtraction, it does not overstay its welcome ("all killer, no filler" is another 
hackneyed phrase that comes to mind), making it ideal in its own way. 


The book is organized into five sections, each headed by the editor's rant from the five issues of 
Slush Pile by Steve Kostecke. In the first section are the work of the founders, leading off with 
Wenclas's contribution, then proceeding chronologically. The other sections are organized 
chronologically (and alphabetically within an individual year). I drew from Kostecke's 
correspondence, long out of print issues of Slush Pile and the other zines published by the group 
and individual members, LiteraryRevolution.Com, the group's blogs, and other publications by the 
members. I read a lot of zines, blogs, and other sources to choose the material, at times aided by 
the choices of the contributors themselves. I avoided the ULA Press books due to their length 
and the fact that they remain readily available for the most part as of this writing in May 2020. It 
is my hope that this anthology will serve as a gateway for readers who can then pursue the other 
work of individual ULA members on their own. 
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It is with great joy that this anthology has finally been published after fifteen long years (Kostecke 
once described the anthology's course towards publication as a "saga"). Of course, being the 
ULA, it had to be done a bit differently--and the dang thing will probably for one reason or 
another stir up some controversy; some things never change--so, the delirious happiness has 
caused us to just release it as a free ebook (pdf and epub). Amazon, Google Books, Barnes & 
Noble, and the rest of the retail publishing world will just have to make money elsewhere. So feel 
free to share this anthology. Email it. Post it. Hack it if your ereader or computer won't 
cooperate. Print it out. If you want to patronize any of the writers within, please feel free to do 
so directly, or just give a donation to an organization researching treatments and cures for 
amyotrophic lateral sclerosis (ALS), the disease that took Kostecke at too young an age. But, 
whatever you do, read it, so you know that there is more to 21st Century North American 
literature than what multinational publishing corporations and Ivy League professors would have 
you believe. When King Wenclas went digging underground for great writers, he found them. 
Here is some of their work. 
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Editor's Rant 
(from The Slush Pile #1, 2001) 
by Steve Kostecke 


The most authentic voices in this country right now are in "the underground," the zine scene. The 
most I[Nauthentic voices--the most neutered and conformed--are what the current lit world cranks 
out and stuffs the shelves of chain bookstores with. Why such a difference between the two? 

Zine writers write WHAT THEY WANT. They have absolutely no one to answer to; no bottom 
line to meet. They let it come out, unadulterated. This is a freedom that produces both good and 
bad--but when it's good it's far better than anything with the system's official stamp of approval on 
it. The best and most MEANINGFUL writing has been happening in the underground for the 
PAST TEN YEARS. (Writers like those of us that put this zine together have to do what we can 
to bring attention to this fact.) We have no stamp of approval. To be part of the process that 
"awards" that stamp--you come out with a SEAL OF DEATH imprinted on your forehead. Not 
death in terms of "success" in the lit biz (success being judged in terms of $$ by the 
conglomerates that control the industry), but in terms of succeeding in actually MEANING 
something to people. BEING REAL. American lit right now is stuck in a "big hair" phase--like 
the rock bands of the Eighties, all puff and processed--needing an ALTERNATIVE LIT 
MOVEMENT to topple it over. When the "Underground Literary Alliance" met last October on 
the East Coast, we decided to create a communal zine containing this type of alternative lit. This 
is in no way meant to be a zine just of and for "ULA" members, though: it's open to anyone in 
the so-called "underground". This first issue gets us rolling. You don't have to be a member to 
get your writing printed here. You just have to be part of the OFFICIALLY UNAPPROVED. 
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"War Hysteria! Or Various Manifestations Of Panic" 
(from the zine of the same name, 2001) 
by Karl "King" Wenclas 


Logan Airport, September 11, 2001: 


Ist Security Person: "That's the eighth guy in a row who had some of them cute plastic knives. I 
wonder how I get a set of them?" 


2nd Security Person: "You can't buy them here! Those fellows are from another country." 
Ist Security Person: "Oh well." 


As the gigantic towers of the World Trade Center explode in flames and mountains of black 
smoke fill the morning sky, the streets of Manhattan jam with escaping throngs, cries of terror 
reverberating within skyscraper canyons. It's a scene from the movie Quo Vadis. New York City 
this day resembles Nero's Rome. The great city, center of the world, heartbeat of civilization, has 
been put to fire. Residents of the fabulous island of knowledge and wealth watch the symbol of 
their money and power crash to the ground. A wonder of the modern world is gone, turned into 
rubble, this bright September day of the year 2001 AD. It is an historic--and horrific--moment. 


War Hysteria Suspect #1: Buzz Bissinger, Pulitzer-Prize-winning author. 
"I'm ashamed that I didn't serve my country in Vietnam." 
"Does that sound sincere? Are you fooled?’ 


"People in my station don't fight our wars. The people who do are those working-class men and 
women I'm whipping into war hysteria. I feed them lie after lie. I had a talk with my eighteen- 
year-old son about serving his country, about his going to war and perhaps dying. Do you believe 
this? If you do, you're as stupid as I think you are. My son, a member of the most privileged 
class in America, would never have to die for his country. Those bound for Harvard or Yale 
aren't drafted. We're not so idiotic as to wipe out this nation's aristocracy. Even if he were 
drafted, he would never be placed in the front lines. Those spots are reserved for America's 
poorest." 


"A commentator like myself is trained to talk out of both sides of his mouth. I can tell people 
that America is celebrity obsessed, and reveal that I write for Vanity Fair, a model-filled, 
celebrity-obsessed magazine, and the contradiction escapes everyone. I can push for war, while 
unwilling to go to war myself. At most, I can pretend to send my son. I can say we need to be as 
ruthless as the Israelis, even though their unyielding ruthlessness has not decreased the terror 
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campaign against them. I can announce we must not in the coming conflict be afraid to harm 
civilians, while knowing we've harmed tens of thousands of civilians with our bombs in countries 
from Iraq to Serbia. I can take cover in American patriotism and sovereignty, at the same time 
understanding that our world trade organizations are unraveling that American sovereignty and 
identity. I can do this, because that's my role. Companies like Conde-Nast pay me well to be a 
contradictory stooge for the establishment. That role now requires me to be a war-monger, to call 
for World War II, to push frenetically and endlessly for battle. I'm certainly not alone." 


War Hysteria Suspect #2: Jeff Greenfield, CNN. 


Jeff Greenfield is one of those Baby Boomer World War II wannabes strangely affected by the 
soggy Tom Brokow book, The Greatest Generation, and by various Steven Spielberg movies about 
the same era. Though when he had the chance to go to war himself, during Vietnam, like most of 
our War Hysteria suspects, he was nowhere to be found. He was shelving books at Princeton, or 
polishing the general's jeep parked outside a National Guard golf course. Or maybe even in the 
streets demonstrating. But now that he's older, he believes he missed something. Without the 
opportunity to mindlessly wave the American flag, his life won't be complete. He's maudlin, 
teary-eyed, about the notion. "Sniff!" And now the opportunity has arrived! Like gifts from 
heaven, planes from the sky have fallen into Imperial America's greatest landmarks, symbols of 
Global-Capitalist power and planetary military might. 


"This tragic event has united every single one of us," Jeffrey Greenfield proclaims, tears welling 
his eyes and streaming down his face. "We will never be the same. We can't go back to before. 
We will no longer be rude to anyone. We hug one another on streetcorners now. We hold hands 
together and weep. America has changed." 


It has? We've suddenly eliminated the many intractable problems in our society: the destruction 
of our environment, the divisions of race and class? Are we instantly living in a new nirvana 
where people no longer have to work seventy-hour weeks of two jobs to pay grocery bills, we all 
have affordable health care, there is no underclass, no disease, no crime, solely because of a plane 
crash? Methinks Mr. Greenfield is speaking of his own group of elite War Hysteria people, none 
of whom will give up their multi-multi-million dollar salaries, or go to war themselves. It's so 
much easier to talk about war, to blabber nonstop about patriotism and unity, to encourage others 
to fight their battles. My god! New York was attacked. A portion of America's immense wealth 
was devastated. Yuppies in suits were killed, including the nation's most important bond traders. 
Life for Jeff Greenfield, experienced heretofore behind the windows of a limousine, has suddenly 
become vulnerable. Life has suddenly become real. And he exults in it! He's a warrior, sitting 
on his fat ass on a plush chair in a television studio. "This--is--war," he intones seriously. He 
likes the sound of that word. No, he loves it. "War," he says, then, more vigorously, "WAR. 
WAR! WAR WAR WAR WARWARWARWAR WARWARWARWAR WARWARWAR WAR!" 
(A pause for commercial. Mr. Greenfield has returned, wiping sweat from his brow, readjusting 
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his tie.) "I had a conversation with my twenty-year-old daughter, Muffy," he tells us, "home from 
Yale for the War Hysteria holiday. 'Daddy,' she said as she sat on my lap, 'Even your pathetic 
boomer generation had some really cool things to live through, like Civil Rights and Vietnam, and 
the Beatles and Woodstock and all that, and those old guys the Greatest Generation had like 
everything ‘cause they had like the Depression and a real war and got to get killed on D-Day and 
drop atom bombs and all that cool stuff, but, Daddy, like, my generation doesn't get to do 
anything!’ 


"There, there, Sweets,' I told her, wiping her tears away. 'I'm sure something will happen. I'd bet, 
honey, that right this minute terrorists are illegally entering this country, making plans, boarding 
airliners, and our many authorities the INS FBI CIA FAA and the rest we pay so many taxes to 
are not doing anything.’ 


"I told her this, then we turned on the television together, and Buffy and I shouted gleefully 
because lo and behold as I predicted it'd happened!" 


Jeff Greenfield pauses tearfully. We can see that his metaphorical daughter--Muffy or Buffy, 
whatever her name was--has left his metaphorical lap, her five minutes of yuppie quality time 
ended. Greenfield is regretful, because she had a very nice fanny which felt quite comfortable in 
his lap. Oops, better not think about that--maybe she has friends at Yale as fresh and nubile. . . . 


"The American people," Jeff Greenfield is saying. "I can't believe I'm actually using that phrase. 
Me: a cynical and ironic yuppie Babyboomer." (Tears flood down his face. Tom Brokow 
emerges from the shadows and places a manly hand on Jeffrey's shoulder while Jeff sobs 
uncontrollably. Veterans of the Greatest Generation appear as well, a circle of mentors, decrepit 
but brave, and honorable. One of the geriatric heroes hands Jeff an American flag. Greenfield 
blubbers his thanks. The only person missing is Steven Spielberg. Wait! Hold it! He's entering 
the studio...) 


"The American People," Greenfield tells us, straightening his back as "The Stars and Stripes 
Forever" begins to play on the soundtrack. "The AMERICAN PEOPLE are united as never 
before. We are one; we are family; we are together; we are forever!" 

Greenfield closes his eyes, hugs himself, and falls back in his posh chair in ecstasy. 


War Hysteria Suspect #3: Dr. Calvin, noted zinester. 


To a statement that George W. Bush is a stooge, Dr. Calvin replies, "Bush might be a stooge, but 
he's the only stooge we've got!" 


When last spotted, Dr. Calvin was driving in his rusted-out blue smoke car to the nearest Army 
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Recruitment Center. 
War Hysteria Suspect #4: Vice-President Dick Cheney. 


Vice-President Dick Cheney sits in an extremely comfortable chair in a rustic cabin at Camp 
David, popping nitroglycerin tablets into his mouth. A nurse waits nearby. A heart monitor 
shows an erratic graph. Vice President Dick Cheney isn't worried. He never worries about 
anything. That's for normal humans. If any person around him worried, V.P.D.C. would give 
that person a withering look of contempt. He has no use for weakness, for misgivings, trees, 
furry animals, or any of that heart-bleeding crap. V.P.D.C. is a stoic, a true Roman. At word of 
the attacks, Secret Service agents bodily carried him from his White House chair to an 
underground bunker. V.P.D.C. remained calm, issuing instructions as he was being carried, 
ordering the President to stay out of Washington, all the while casually knocking down 
nitroglycerin tablets. 


"Where's the President?" a reporter now asks. 
"In Louisiana. Or maybe flying around in Air Force One. Someplace. I have no idea." 


V.P.D.C.'s expression says the question is idiotic. The wry trace of a grin on his lips 
acknowledges that W is useless and irrelevant. V.P.D.C. sits back in his lounger and folds his 
hands peremptorily over his stomach. The movement worries his nurse, who studies the heart 
monitor. 


"We have to bomb the animals," V.P.D.C. decides. 

"The animals?" 

"Excuse me. We have to bomb the Afghanis. We have to take out their oil." 
"Oil?" 


"Oil. Yes. The ANWAR oil. We have to go in there and take it out. Them out, I mean. Any 
snow owls, caribou, or polar bears killed are collateral damage. Regretful, but necessary." (His 
steely eyes gleam at the word "necessary.") "In the Arctic. Afghanistan. Alaska. You know 
what I mean. The oil. The animals. The terrorists. It's all the same. This is a fight for our 
freedom--the freedom of American oil companies to drill wherever and whenever necessary to 
maintain the American way of life." (The heart monitor reacts furiously. The nurse is eager for 
V.P.D.C. to calm himself. The hands folded across his stomach flutter passionately, though the 
tone of his voice hasn't altered; it's under control. Everything about V.P.D.C. is under control. 
The lines on the monitor do zig-zags.) "You see, it's interrelated. Everything is interconnected. 
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We mustn't flinch from the task ahead. This will be like the Persian Gulf War, only longer, and-- 
better." 


The reporter is baffled. Acting President Dick Cheney studies him as if gazing at an imbecile, or 
an insect. This is how A.P.D.C. looks at all people. He signals with a movement of his eyebrow. 
Secret Service agents carry the smug and confident man from the room, nurse and heart monitor 
following. 


War Hysteria Suspect #5: President George W. Bush. 


The President addresses the American people, sitting in a chair that appears much larger than it 
did a week before. 


"Today, in New York, buildings collapsed. Big buildings. Planes attacked them. From the skies. 
Big planes. Flown by terrorists. Bad people. Evil people. This was an evil thing. But America 
is a great country. I know it is. Look at me! A 'C' student. A great country. We will find the 
people. Who did this. This terrible thing. Those evil people. Evil, evil people! They will be 
punished. God is just. But he is righteous. God is on our side. Because we're Americans. We 
will find who did this bad thing. America will win. We will be victorious. Evil men attacked. 
But this is America. America is a great country." 


(Instructions are given to the President from offstage. He rises from his chair and punches the 
desk ineffectually. His eyes squint with what could be anger, or compassion. Or confusion. Or 
pain. He rubs his hand. A small bird flies into the Oval Office from an open window and lands 
on the President's desk. Out of all the people and things he's met and seen this catastrophic day, 
he feels most in sympathy with the little bird.) 


"This will not stand," the President says. "This day. Attacked. Terrorists. Cowards! Not in 
America. America! I say, no. I say. Thank you." 


The cameras turn off. The little bird remains on the desk. Wide-eyed, W looks to the side, 
toward his dad, wondering what to do now. "Did I do good?" he asks. 


And now a musical break .. . 
A calypso band begins to play. 
"Ta-li-ban, Ta-li-ban, Ta-li-ban ba-nan-a." 


War Hysteria Suspects #6 & 7: Jerry Falwell and Pat Robertson 
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Jerry Falwell: "This was brought on by the gays and the homosexual perverts and the ACLU and 
the other sodomites. God has determined to intervene from on high. God has had enough. God 
is fed up. 


Pat Robertson: "We're all going to die." 


Falwell: "This is the day of Atonement, of Final Judgement. America must answer for its sins. 
The warning has been issued. Repent oh godless. Repent and speak in tongues aklamaniani- 
lunami-aklam. God has lost patience repent oh now I say it's too late repent. Repent!" 


Robertson: "We're going to die." 


Falwell: When I saw the attack on television I saw the rain of hellfire. I saw rising flames as 
foretold in the Bible. I saw thunderbolts from the heavens. I saw the consuming heat of terrible 
judgement as the great towers of Babylon crashed. The flames of Hell. It was beautiful. The end 
is coming. No, it is here. We have seen it." 


Robertson: "We're all going to die! We're all going to die!" 
War Hysteria Suspect #8: radio host Rush Limbaugh. 


(Within the man is the memory of his childhood in Missouri at a private school for rich boys. 
Every day young Rush Limbaugh would arrive in a chauffeur-driven limousine. The other boys 
would jeer and throw spit-balls at the fattest kid in the school as he stepped out of the large car. 
The boy Rush would be dressed in a pristine white suit ready to burst at its seams. Holding a 
chocolate ice cream cone and a briefcase, Rush would study the pack of unruly boys. He 
imagined himself as a hero, a fighter pilot--though even at this early age he was already far too big 
to fit into the cockpit of a jet. As young Rush heard the taunts, the scoop of ice cream slipped 
from the cone had landed--plop!--on his clean white suit. The boys encircling him laughed and 
laughed. The fat boy wished he were far away in a jet. He wished he were a heroic pilot in a jet . 


=$) 


"My friends, I have read every Tom Clancy novel ever written," grown-up Rush says now to his 
radio audience. "Some that you don't know about. We can't listen to those pinko peaceniks who 
are painting their peace signs and readying to demonstrate. You haven't seen them, yet, my 
friends, but they're out there. Believe me. I tell you this is true. They're out there. They will try 
to bring back their dreaded L word and fill your minds with words about peace. Don't listen to 
them! We can't listen. Now is the time for action. Action, my friends. Not words; action." (His 
finger can be heard jabbing his desk for emphasis.) "This is war, my friends. The peaceniks are 
running around this very minute saying, 'Don't use that word!' That entire squeamish wimpy little 
NPR crowd, those scared little constipated cocktail party LIBERALS. They're afraid, my 
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friends. They are terrified that Americans may unite and begin marching in the streets and 
waving the flag. They fear the Triumph of the Will of the American people. Don't listen to 
them!" 


(The sound of a specially reinforced chair creaking under his weight can be heard over the air. 
Limbaugh becomes more emphatic.) 


"Those laughing little pinko worms are laughing at our President, our military, and our jets. 
Laughing! They'll learn, my friends. We have to nuke 'em, tactical battlefield nuclear weapons 
that can neutralize everyone in that silly little country. Drop a few hundred neutron bombs into 
the mountains and the radiation would kill Bin Laden as if he were a little mouse. We have the 
technology. It's time to use it. We have to wipe out every last smirking pinko commie turban- 
wearing one of them. We can't flinch from this!" (A chair crashes. Then, whispering: "Get me 
another chair. Just do it!") "We have to spread the conflict, my friends. We have to send our jets 
and attack the terrorists; here, abroad, everywhere. Kill. Death. Blood. War. Get 'em" 


(Plop!) 
Interlude: The View from an Afghanistan Cave 


BABYLON. The towers of Babylon rising from the New York skyline. A sick culture of plastic 
bodies, plastic faces, and plastic talents like Michael Jackson and Britney Spears. Americans 
have the most money. They use the most food, the most gasoline, the most drugs. Greedy 
people. Gluttonous people. They are the fattest, the wealthiest, the most lustful, the most 
wasteful, with the largest cars and the most swimming pools. See the island into which wealth 
from around the world flows! While the rest of the nations declined the past decade, America 
prospered. Its influence grows. Her troops are stationed everywhere. America spends as much 
on military force as all the many other countries combined. She stands across the globe like a 
Colossus. Americans are arrogant. The peoples of the world work for them. We send them the 
products of our labor. In return, they give us their culture. The American legacy: Disney and 
McDonald's. Aieeyhhi!! That alone is reason for Jihad. They eat their tasteless food laced with 
chemicals and hormones and they want us to eat it; they want us as insane as they are. Fat 
Americans. Soft Americans. Crazy Americans. But they are busy. Their businessmen, 
missionaries from their skyscraper temples, travel with their American briefcases. The scientists, 
their mad priests, clone animals in laboratories and create human beings inside test tubes. They 
have created beasts that are half-horse and half-sheep. I have seen it!--in my dreams; in my 
nightmares. They have no culture. They bring anti-culture, which spreads into very corner of the 
globe, accompanied by American dollars, American loans, American companies, American 
ideas, American decadence, American slavery. There is no getting away from America. It is the 
most totalitarian civilization, because there is no defense from it; no escape. It crosses every 
border. It stimulates the basest instincts; it captures our minds. It drives us insane. It gives us 
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terrifying nightmares. It makes us crazy with fear, loathing, and jealousy. As insidious as 
microwaves, the sounds and sights of violent America infiltrate everywhere; to the farthermost 
cave. ... 


And now another musical break .. . 
"Ta-li-ban, Ta-li-ban, Ta-li-ban ba-nan-as." 
War Hysteria Suspect #9: Dan Rather, CBS News. 


"I'm not going to apologize for having a nervous breakdown on the Letterman Show. Ilove this 
country." (Rather begins crying. He takes a handkerchief from his pocket and loudly blows his 
nose, snot spraying everywhere.) "I... I." He tries to continue--he wants to read a poem he 
wrote about his country: 

"My country, America. 

I love my country. 

America." 

But he's unable to read. His eyes are bleary. "I won't apologize. I...1... 


" 


The shaking man clings to an American flag as stagehands lead him away. 
Note: 


ABC's Peter Jennings will not be covered in this essay, because he's Canadian. The guy is not 
even American! Forget about him! 


260 Million War Hysteria Suspects 


American flags appear on desks, stores, restaurants, lawns, cars, jackets, caps, bicycles. Twin 
Towers God Bless America t-shirts sell for ten dollars. The tragedy is rerun on every television 
network every show every station, at the corners of screens, to make sure that if you're not 
already angered and traumatized by the attacks, you will be. Flag sales increase. Every sports 
game, every concert, and even the stock markets observe a moment of silence. The St. Louis 
Cardinals bring police onto the field as fans chant "USA! USA!" In retaliation, the N.Y. Mets 
wear Fire Department baseball caps. They bring onto their field Diana Ross and Liza Minnelli to 
sing. A cynical country becomes imbued with patriotism. Actor Denis Leary sets up a fund for 
N.Y. firefighters. Earth, Wind, and Fire donate concert profits to terrorist victims. Michael 
Jackson and NSYNC plan a benefit song. They discover that other recording artists have already 
done one. Every performer in America famous or obscure jumps onto the publicity bandwagon. 


Kindergarten students in Rock Hill, South Carolina make 500 peanut butter-and-jelly sandwiches 
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for rescue workers. When the shipment of sandwiches arrive, rescuers see a mass of oozing 
brown muck and red jelly, mixed with flattened chunks of bread, as chaotic and gruesome a sight 
as the task on which they've been working. 


"T'row it out," one worker suggests. 

"Kindergartners made this," another says. 

"Kindergartners?" 

"Kindergartners." 

The burly rescuers attempt to rescue shards of sandwiches from among the distorted mess. 


Videos showing different angles of the attacks are found and played. Schoolchildren (those not 
making peanut butter-and-jelly sandwiches) are given intensive psychological counseling. Places 
of worship become jammed for the first time in years. This is accompanied by more flag sales. 
Americans aren't buying plane tickets, but they are buying flags. A TV show to raise money for 
victims' families is broadcast on every network and cable channel. Every burnt-out rock star who 
can be rounded-up on short notice appears. They play with more intensity than they have in 
years. Celebrities like Sylvester Stallone man the phone lines. "Yo! Whaddya mean you wanna 
give a hundred dollars? Make it two hundred and we got something." 


Meanwhile... 


The President is scheduled to address both houses of Congress on national television. Within the 
recesses of the White House, safely underground, the President is forced to read his speech again 
and again. Colin Powell sits next to Dick Cheney, who is stretched on a cot, nurse ready. On the 
other side of the room, in shadows, the elder Bush nods his approval as the son begins to get the 
words right. W notices and gains in confidence. The little bird has come into the room. It 
perches near the ceiling. 


Dick Cheney grimaces, not yet satisfied. Colin Powell is more optimistic. 

"He'll be okay," he assures the V.P. "Yes, he's a stooge, but he's the only stooge we've got." 

And then... 

The President's reading of the speech is a huge success. Some days afterward, Senators gather on 


the Capitol steps to sing "God Bless America." A parade passes. The country is marching to 
war. The cabinet joins the Senators. They sing the song again. Before them sweeps the might of 
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the nation: formations of jets; the aircraft carrier Theodore Roosevelt on wheels, pulled by tow 
trucks. Then, thousands of soldiers, marching in perfect step. Every square inch of the city 
blazes with red, white, and blue colors. The President marches behind the soldiers, waving to his 
fans. Tom Brokow puts his hand over his heart. Colin Powell rises and salutes the President with 
great dignity. The President returns the salute. Cannons thunder. Military bands play. Crowds 
cheer and wave flags; voices sing. "Over there! Over there!" It's a tremendous extravaganza. 
America has become a Steven Spielberg movie. "The Yanks are coming! The Yanks are 
coming!" 


The Senators wave goodbye to the President as he strides down the avenue and vanishes from 
sight. The Senate returns inside. The stands empty. The city of Washington becomes quiet. 
Peace: for the first time in days. The little bird cocks its head, surprised, then flies away. 


NOT THE END 


Karl "King" Wenclas founded the ULA and was the de facto leader for many years, though his 
official title was Publicity Director. He spearheaded most of the literary activism of the group and 
ran a popular blog called Attacking The Demi-Puppets, but still found time to write fiction. Since 
the ULA days, he has continued to write, publishing several novels. He now devotes much of his 
literary energy to co-running NewPopLit.com. During the ULA years, he primarily lived in 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania USA. He currently resides in Wyandotte, Michigan USA and can be 
reached at newpoplit@gmail.com. 
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"The Vikings" 
(from Empty Bottle zine, 2000) 
by Ann Sterzinger 


They stopped at the Cheese Barn for extra beer. The couple got out of the car first, capered after 
by Marie. Wet orange gravel crunched respectfully beneath their feet. It was the year after the 
Green Bay Packers' run as the people's invincible force of football. To Marie it was a miracle 
that Kim and Gary had gotten tickets to the biggest game of the season. 


"Thanks you, thank you!!" Marie kept screaming, as she had been, at intervals, since they'd 
picked her up that morning. She had been so thoroughly bred a Green Bay Packer fan that, by 
the time she was six, her brain hummed an automatic "good! good!" response at the sight of 
Green Bay insignia. But tickets for home Packers games were so rarely up for grabs that she had 
never hoped to be granted one. "Gary, you're a god, thank you!" 


"Thank my brother," said Gary, a lawyer from a family of lawyers, who seemed to enjoy 
mysterious connections to everything. "If he hadn't gotten sick, you'd be sitting at home." 


He opened the door to the souvenir shop. A cowbell gurgled; "Ladies first!" he said, and Kim 
sashayed in, twisting. She had an unmentionably good ass and the best waitressing shifts at the 
restaurant where Marie bussed tables for a living. Kim made four times Marie's money. They'd 
worked side by side for years; it was funny, but Marie could never seem to get promoted, 
although she worked hard and well. She seemed to have come into things already squashed; she 
didn't know how to ask for something better. This worked out well for Kim. 


"Look at this junk!" Kim snickered. "I want a second apartment to put it in!" She flipped over a 
plastic snowglobe filled with tiny cheese wedges sifting down onto an egg-sized stadium. It 
looked beautiful to Marie. She was playing with a beer opener shaped like the Reverend Reggie 
White, who was the backbone of the Packers' defensive line, and a noble-hearted, if slightly 
buggy, man of the cloth. He had turned down a huge salary from the Dallas Cowboys to play for 
the Packers. 


"C'mon, this is good," said Gary, sliding two sixpacks onto the counter. The clerk was watching 
the pregame show on TV; Gary couldn't help but say, "We're GOING to that game!" 


"Got tickets, eh?" said the clerk, who was also the proprietor, and drunk. He sucked his whiskers 
in and out of his pale, collapsing mouth. "Lucky bastards." 


Kim went to piss while Marie snuggled into the coats piled in the backseat of the car outside. She 
felt warm and safe, looking out at the drizzling sky. Gary handed her a beer, kindly. He treated 
her like his little cousin. 
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Kim reappeared and they trundled away, carefree--Gary was a gifted drunk driver, and the 
Packers were riding a near-record string of home-field victories. They were invincible in their 
fortress, one win away from divinity; they only needed to beat the Minnesota Vikings, their 
neighbor-state rivals, a team renowned in the league for a.) fighting cheap and dirty, and b.) 
playing under a weatherproof dome on artificial turf like a bunch of pussies. Green Bay's 
decrepit Lambeau Field was open to every caprice of the Wisconsin climate, and the drizzle was 
gathering force. 


"This is PERFECT weather," Marie said. She traced fat wobbling water drops down the cold 
glass. 


"Fair-weather Viking fans don't deserve to win anyway," Gary said, ritualistically. 
"Nobody can beat the People's Pack!" 
"OOH, Christ," said Kim, "I can't listen to this People's Pack shit again." 


"You didn't listen the FIRST time I told you! They're the only socialist team in the NFL! 
They're--" 


"I KNOW!!--they're a non-profit organization, they're the last town team. . ." 


"Nobody makes money off them but the guys who go in and get their faces smashed off! There's 
no big rich guy! And their stock doesn't even pay dividends . . ." 


"Meaning," Gary said, raising his beer and an eyebrow, "that they cheat idiots . . ." 


"IT KNOW, MARIE!" Kim yelled over him. "They're run by a VFW post. They play in the 
shittiest old stadium in the world. ETCETERA--but what, pray tell, does that have at ALL to do 
with anything real in the world? The Packers went to the Superbowl last year, but WE still work 
in the Shit-For-Brains cafe!" 


And you still treat me like dirt and take all the money, Marie thought. "Well, I'd still be working 
there anyway . . . at least we got some vicarious respite. If your life's going to suck no matter 
what you do, what's wrong with a little inspiration? So it's just symbolic--well fuck, it's 
something--a will o' the wisp in a dark bog does more good than you think. What Z think is, 
Packer football's a bona fide religion. It's the only satisfying one." 


Kim rolled her eyes in torture. "Oh, for--" 
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"It's a long drive, honey," Gary said. "Marie, do tell." 
"Alright! So--what is a religious ceremony?’ 
"A waste of time?" 
"A load of shit." 


"IT'S A SYMBOLIC BATTLE BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH! Or good and evil, as they 
usually put it. It's a neurotic, twitching chant against our terror of the grave. Now, in, say, the 
Catholic ceremony, the struggle has one scripted outcome: Jesus scores the winning touchdown 
against death, the chalice is tipped, and yes, we partake of everlasting life, Amen. These days, 
what troglodyte could be satisfied by that? The ritual's got to be believable. We know we're 
going to die. We know the Packers will fuck up. Maybe not this week--" 


"Hell no! Whooo!" said Kim. 
"--but one day, the priests will drop a game, Death will creep over that Sunday's festival; the 
pallor of a grey or blue uniform will creep over our green and gold. Only an uncertain ritual has 


meaning for the shaky hopes of modern man. Only death's postponement fulfills us." 


Gary snorted. "Fulfills? One Superbowl in thirty years? That's awful goddamn long to wait for 
communion. I should go back to church." 


"Either way, I get to hear a sermon," Kim growled. "Let's turn on the radio." 


"Keep that beer down! Cop!" Gary yelled. They hunkered down as a squad car sailed past at 
eighty. 


"You paranoid sissy," said Kim. 

"Shut up, dear," he replied, and they kissed. Gag, thought Marie. 

"I said, turn on the RADIO!" Kim said, wrenching her lips from Gary's, and they kicked back. 
The announcers were replaying a Reggie White interview from the previous week. Reggie 
White! They would be in his stadium, breathing his air! The syllables "Hee, hee" sounded in 


Marie's brain, louder to her than the world. She watched the rusty combines and the wet, naked 
trees float by. If I drink another beer, she thought, I'll fall asleep and get there sooner. 


KKK 
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"Marie! Look!" 


Marie unfolded. "Mmm? I told you so," she said. The smokestacks of Green Bay filled the 
valley below with a reeking ochre mist; a single break in the clouds above the city pushed down 
one strained girder of light. 


"The Holy City," Marie sighed. 
"Does look kind of cool, eh?" Gary said. 
"We going to make kickoff?" 


"We're about there . . . these roads though--I think we'll miss the start. Sorry. Can't drive faster, 
though--frankly, I'm shitfaced. You girls scared?" 


"Hell, no," said Kim. She and Marie swayed to the half-sexual ecstasy of drunkenly handing fate 
to a drunk driver. The halo over Green Bay disappeared as they wove into the valley toward a 
cathedral. The stadium bloomed from the stinking rain like a gargoyle. Marie blew kisses at the 
green metal. 


They parked and ran through the thickening rain to present their tickets for passage into the high, 
cement-floored concourse. Bundles of green-and-gold (and enemy purple) nylon wobbled with 
their packs of kids between the castle walls. Some hovered in ponchos, others balanced giant 
foam-rubber foodstuffs on their heads. 


"Our gate's over here!" Gary yelled. "C'mon, they've started!" Marie scurried after him, through 
the dark tunnel, and then over his shoulder she saw the muscular, edifying vista of her life. 


It was the oldest, littlest, crappiest stadium in all of professional sports, but somehow it bled 
power, beautifully foolish power. The seats snuggled sentimentally against the field, but the field 
itself radiated awe. The crowd cheered like lunatics. 

"Holy shit--d'we already score?" said Kim. 


"YAAA! YEAAHHHH!" boomed the crowd. 


The looming net for the extra-point kick was hoisted against the sky. But the crowd quieted as 
the referees converged on the goal line. 


"GOD DAMN FUCKEN ZEBRAS!" a big Swede howled. 
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"WHAT? WHAT?!!" said Gary. 
"They're calling it back!" Marie said, "They're saying no good!" 
"Ahhh, shit," said the Swede. 


"Fucking refs have it in for the Pack," Marie growled, warming up. "Even at home. Knocks their 
fight out. Those pricks know what they're doing." 


"Come on, comrade Marie," Kim said, yanking Marie's shoulder with the same irritating grip she 
used to shove her out of the way at work. "Let's get you to your seat." 


"MY seat?" 
"Well, we're sitting in the end zone, but your ticket's almost in the back row." 
"We're sorry," Gary said. 


"But we got you here," said Kim. "See you in the concourse at halftime? Who knows, maybe a 
bunch of jackasses'll leave and you can come down and join us." 


Marie took her ticket and stumped obediently up the bleachers. God, what a trek. It made the 
scale stand out again. The farther she climbed from the field, the more it seemed to swell and 
glow. The rain sprayed down in mean-spirited lashes. She sat in the second-to-last bleacher and 
shivered. 


Just over her left shoulder squatted a mob of men, wrapped in Viking purple. Most of them were 
twice her size, in cloth Viking helmets with yellow yarn braids. They hooted and pounded their 
chests--perhaps the Vikings had encountered glory while Marie was trudging up. No, the score 
read 0-0. They were just being people, obediently superior and certain. 


Water rolled across her seat and over her feet. The couple directly behind her, luckily, were 
Packers fans, and saw her shivering. 


"Oh, honey!" the woman said. She was thin, chewed by wasted time. "You've got hardly any 
clothes on! Here, we got extra mittens--I told ya these'd come in handy, Joe!" she said, poking 
the fat Italian at her side. "At least take the mittens, honey. And a blanket. Oh, jeez, you're 
gonna catch triple pneumonia!" 


Warm cloth floated down around Marie. "I love my countrymen," she mumbled. 
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"Whatsat, honey?" 
"Uh--what's going on down there?" 
"Don't worry, we'll get the ball back--it's third and twenty. And this is Packers weather." 


A Viking fan with one drooping, broken horn stopped cawing long enough to brag. "Not with 
Randy Moss out there it ain't. Any weather's Viking weather." 


Marie remembered Randy Moss, gleaming down the field on last week's TV: the Vikings' new 
star receiver, brilliant and colorless with effortless talent and unearned physical height. 


"That rookie?" the Italian behind her riposted. "That cocky little BASTARD?" 
"You're just saying that cuz he's black. We're gonna kick your ass with him: WOO!" 


"I SAID, he was a cocky little BASTARD. Black Packers don't act like that. That fairy fucking 
victory dance he does. The Packers, they just PLAY. Like MEN. And--Lookit!--Moss just 
dropped the ball, so fuck you!" 


"I see flags! I--SEE--FLAGS!!" the purple man cawed. 
"FUCK," said the green one. 
"What?" Marie groaned. She'd been trying to catch the beer vendor's eye. 


"Illegal contact against Tyrone Williams--AGAIN!--shit." The referee signaled a first down. 
"Didn't look that way to me..." 


"Shuddup your whining,” the horn man grunted, smirking through his gross whiskers. "Goddamn 
sissy--HEY! YEAH! GO!" he yelled, as the Vikings took ten more easy yards. 


The Honorable Reverend Reggie White, draped in harvest green and gold, stood up on the Pack's 
defensive line and lifted his big arms to the crowd, calling them to raise a chorus so the Vikings 
couldn't hear their quarterback's calls. "DEFENSE!" they screamed. "DE-FENSE!" 


"Shut the FUCK up," said another purple Norwegian, shorter but with an impossibly distended 
stomach and florid face. He really looked purple, like a stack of infected grapes. He sucked his 
lips in and out while the Vikings groped for yards, gnawing at the Lambeau turf unsteadily--but 
not for long. Cris Carter, Randy Moss's golden twin, caught a long pass on third-and-seven, 
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leaving the defense in a tangle of failure. 
"KILL HIM!" Marie howled. Carter finally got knocked down twenty yards from the goal. 


"DEFENSE!" the loudspeakers boomed. Brett Favre, the Packers’ erratic genius quarterback, 
jumped up and down on the sideline, trying to rouse the crowd. Favre wore a goofy cape over his 
uniform and goofier suspenders under it, but the crowd cheered for him with a gentle lack of 
humor. The backbone of the defense held against the touchdown, but the Vikings nailed the field 
goal. 


"Rats," Marie said, finally getting a beer. "Well, it's early." 


"That's right, honey," the woman behind her said. "Hey--you want another blanket? You're just a 
littlething, and we got plenty ... HEY! YOU KNOCK THAT OFF!!" She pitched her beercup 
at the grape-stack man, who had pulled down his pants and was wobbling his red behind in her 
husband's face. 


"There's KIDS here!" the husband bellowed. The Vikings fans guffawed. 


The Packers took the kickoff and stumbled around till the end of the quarter. Brett Favre and his 
receivers seemed to paw at the Viking defense with a gloved left hand in the dark. They didn't 
look bad exactly, but Marie's stomach crawled. 


They started the second quarter with an answering field goal. The crowd warmed up again; when 
the beer vendor staggered by, Marie decided to save time and bought two. 


No sooner had she gotten her drinks arranged than the Purple People Eaters waltzed into the end 
zone through a haze of missed tackles. "HOO! HOO! FOCK! YOOOU!" screamed the 
Vikings fans, waving their fingers at everyone around them. The one with the broken horn lifted 
a fat tennis shoe and mashed it down on Marie's extra beer. 


"HEY! FUCK YOU!!!" she shrieked, and snatched the beer from his hand and threw it in his 
face. 


"YEAURGH! YOU LITTLE BITCH!!!" He heaved her up by her beltloops. Purple and yellow 
warpaint melted down the thick folds of his chin. "I'M GONNA--" 


"You're gonna WHAT?" growled the Italian, displaying his own height and girth. "You put the 
lady down and you buy her a beer, or you get out of our stadium." 


"Oh, I'm sure scared of--er . . ." the horn man trailed off, as the Italian's friends stood up around 
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him, and the Viking fans backed up. While she was grateful for the protection, Marie couldn't 
help but think how far from the spirit of religion things seemed. 


"Fuckin' Minnesotans don't know how to treat women!" 


"I'm buying her a beer! I'm buying her a god damned beer, alright? Goddammit. Hey! Beer 
girl! You! Get over here!" 


The stadium exploded. "What?" Marie yelped, drowned in the crowd. "HOLY SHIT!!" She saw 
the end of it--the Packers' kick receiver took it back for a touchdown! Gary Glitter rattled down 
like manna from the loudspeakers. 


"Here's your fuckin' beer." The horn man slopped the cup towards Marie. 


"Yeeahhhh!" she replied, and downed it in two breaths. The crowd yelled. "All right, here we 


" 


go. 
"We'll be going when the offense finally scores," said a voice in her head. 


"Shut up," thought Marie. "We haven't lost at home in twenty-five games. We must've got 
something on our side . . ." 


"God?" it sneered. "You know damn well there's no God, you stupid Catholic girl." 
"But they're the People's Pack, they can't lose here, it would be so..." 
"SAD? Well, you wanted a believable religion. Notice how quiet it's gotten in here?" 


"Huh?--AUVUUUUGGH! KILL HIM!!" she howled, but Randy Moss had already scissor-kicked 
into the end zone, and his helmet shone in the rain like a metal sun. 


The Packers took the kick, and the alpha-male drone of the loudspeaker tried to get the fans to 
root together, but only a few game souls wailed along, drowned by the rising moan and mumble 
as the Packers got a drive going, then failed three times to move the ball a single yard. The 
Vikings took over and Moss went clanging down the field again, ripping new sores in the 
confused and supplicant defense. The score read twenty-four to ten. 


The couple above Marie recamped their gear for halftime. "You want the stocking cap, honey?" 


"Thanks, but I gotta meet my friends in the concourse--the fair-weather fans are ditching, so I can 
move into the end zone withem ... Aigh!" A beer cup from the Viking enclave pegged her in the 
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back of the head. 
"We'd like you so much to come back, hon." 
"I'd sure like to," Marie said, then realized how completely she hated Kim, and what a horrible 
person she was for doing so. "But I should go with the people who took me here. Here's your 
blankets .. ." 
"Please, keep the mittens! We got extra." 
"Nah, I'm drunk enough to keep warm. But thank you . . . I might come back." 
"No, ya won't." The woman laughed. "Have fun with your friends." 
Marie shuffled down the bleachers with the crowd, and the soaking cold bit through. But she just 
couldn't go up and ask for the mittens. She had left one episode of human contact in a perfect 
state of uninterested kindness. 
She filed into the concourse with a feeling of rapturous loneliness. The game was too much--her 
stomach felt like a big cold clam, crawling into her throat. The crowd growled evilly around her. 
She spied Gary and Kim glopping mustard onto foot-long hot dogs. 
"Marie!" Gary called, showing his broken boy's grin. In that moment Marie saw how Kim would 
grind him to a pulp, too typical and mute to even be tragic. But they looked so damn happy. I'm 


just lonely, she thought. What the hell do I know? 


"Hey," she said. Gary was alright, the poor dumb bastard. Wait, he was a lawyer. She sighed 
aloud. "Rats!" 


"Ahh, well, it's only halftime," Gary said, and bit his dog. 


Marie looked at their feet and felt stale beer slither through her flesh. She looked up to the hot 
dog vendor and asked for a fresh Miller. 


"Marie, you're shaking," Gary said. "Get your beer and sit with us. We've got the blanket." 
Marie scruffed for dollars for the beer, ashamed--she was an ingrate, the worst kind. 


Gary did a double-take and grabbed Kim's shoulder. "Hang on--hey, Kim, Honey!--go on ahead, 
I'm getting a beer too. Would you get the blanket out for Marie?" 


"For Marie? For me, I think--all the beer she'd had, she'll be warm enough," Kim said, not 
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bitterly but sideways, letting the words slide from the corner of her unreal mouth. She wiggled 
off. 


Gary reached into his pocket, glowing. "Sorry, but I gotta show this to somebody!" He bent back 
the lid of a velveteen box filled with a monstrous engagement diamond. Marie recoiled in horror. 


"That's very . . . big," she said. 
"Isn't it ROMANTIC?!! We'll remember this game for the rest of our lives!" 


Marie blew the foam off her beer. She couldn't look at Gary; she downed half the cup and let her 
eyes climb the walls of the concourse, into the vaults and shadows. It wasn't Gothic, but it had 
enough scale and dust for a little feeling. 


"Come on, Marie! They're starting." 
Marie stumped after Gary, whistling a funereal tune. She did feel warmer. 


The wind, of course, sucked the heat from Marie's core the minute it touched her, but she didn't 
care. She ordered another beer. Nobody could have stayed dry; the rain thumped down like slabs 
of clay. Marie sat in the emptying stands by Kim and Gary, and her friends from Minnesota 
followed. They squatted over her left shoulder again, in the seats of the faithless. 


They could barely see the field. The Vikings, straight off, rolled senselessly over the Reverend 
White--the rest of his line had visibly given up, leaving him to indignity--and made an easy field 
goal. 


"YOU SUCK DICK, REGGIE WHITE, YOU OLD MAN!" the grape man wheezed. He tapped 
relentlessly at Marie's shoulder, winking. 


"Go lick your mother's asshole," Marie hissed. 


The Packers took the ball. Six plays later, the Vikings had it again. "HEY HEY HEY. GOOOD 
BYYYE," the horn man droned, pushing his face into Marie's. She could see dried food on his 
moustache. He would never understand a thing, the Astroturf pig. Marie lowered her eyes; she 
lowered her head and butted him in the nose. 


"OOOOWWW! You little CUNT! I'm GONNA--" 


"WHAT are you DOING to those guys, Marie?" Kim whined. Her whine was drill-like. "Leave 
them ALONE!" 
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"But they--" 
"But SHE--" 


"Oh, now," Gary said, "whatever she did, it wasn't on purpose." Then, he noticed the line of 
blood snaking down from the man's nostril, "Oh, my..." 


"LITTLE HICK PIECE-OF-HORSE-SHIT BITCH!!!" 
"Coming from a Minnesotan," said Marie. 
"Marie, shut up," said Kim. 


"Yeah, shut up, BITCH," the horn man said and he wiped his nose on Marie's green sweatshirt. 
Then he forgot about it and went back to cheering, because the People's Pack had muffed it again. 


The third quarter spilled away in a flood of loss. The giants of the offense reeled, grotesque and 
sad. Brett Favre, it seemed, had given up on finding sense in the dark behind his offensive line 
and was setting the furniture on fire. When they yanked him in the fourth quarter he carried the 
loss out alone, on a yoke built for a whole team, his face closed as tight as his mobile features 
would allow. His brilliance, past and future, would be wiped out of a million unforgiving and 
hypocritical minds by the horror of a single afternoon. The fat grapes behind Marie chanted: 
"FAG-GOT! FAG-GOT!!!" 


"Looks like that's it," Gary said, "Well, it's just a game. You gonna watch the end, Marie?" 
"Y-yeah." 


"EX-cellent," he grinned, and pointed to his pocket. He helped Kim to her feet, and, behind her 
back, gave Marie the thumbs-up sign. "See you in the car!" Marie tried to smile. 


When they were gone, she was mauled by tears, shaken like a mouse in the mouth of a dog. The 
rain hammered lost things through the beer shell and into the sockets of her chest: the failure of 
love, the failure of cynicism, the uselessness of knowledge, the cruelty of hope, the cruelty of no 
hope--oh, let's face it: HER bog of a past, HER humiliating job, her ruined head, and watching 
the happiness of the unpleasable Kim--snatching, selfish, untouchable, the billions like her, held 
by the arm of love, ready to turn her head and gnaw that arm to the gangrenous bone .. . 


The green, battered fans were sloshing, heads down, to the exits. But the Packers were moving on 
the end zone! There were five minutes left on the clock. There was a murmur among the drunk 
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and foolish faithful. Marie stood up, reeling with poison, shedding waves of rain and tears, and 
cried: "FIGHT DEATH! KILL DEATH! WE'VE GOT TIME! WE'VE GOT TIME!!!" All 
her will and soul were a mosquito's whine in the roar of the storm. "KILL DEATH! KILL 
DEATH! KILL DEATH!!!" 


They failed. Randy Moss, towering over the muddy mortals, soared, spiked the ball, and waved 
his platinum ass. It was over, and Marie was alone, holding her chewed-on beer cup and sobbing 
insensately into the rain while the cold won the war in her blood. She picked up Gary's left- 
behind cup and poured the waterlogged contents into her mouth. 


She was about the last green lump to crawl from the scene; nobody else trusted themselves against 
the gorged mass of enemies. Marie's personal captors trailed her into the concourse. 


"YOU SUCK! YOU SUCK!" 
"REGGIE WHITE EATS FAVRE IN THE AASSSHOOLE!" 


Marie was so sad she could hardly walk. She held up her middle finger and waved it back over 
her shoulder. 


"OOOH!" they screamed. "AAASS-HOOOLE, AAAAAASSSHOLE. 
AAAAAAAASSHOOOOOOOLE!" 


The smallest one, a mean, dried-up whiskey jackal, ran in front of her, spitting a stamped-tin 
laugh. "Can't take losin', huh? Can't TAKE it!" She walked faster; he backed along in time, like 
a leather spider. "Hee, hee!" 


"Leave me alone, you purple queer!" 
"I'm no QUEER, hon," he said, and stuck his red hand on her cold, wet breast. 


"FUCK YOU!" she screamed, and ran into the parking lot, where the rain ate her voice. 
"ASTROTURF FAGGOT!!" 


He ran after her. "Reggie WHITE is the FAGGOT! And Brett Favre is a loser and a MAMA'S 
BOY! And YOU," he snarled, digging a long fingernail into her chest, "you 'sconnie bitch, are 
just a FUCKING BEAT-UP HOLE!!!" 


The sadness in her chest ignited--who could take it?--a solid roar filled her skull and she saw her 
fist smash into the spider's maw. She fell on him and stabbed for his eyes--he shook her away; he 
spat out a bloody tooth and smiled. 
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Five sets of paws fell on her, hoisted her in the rain, and slammed her down on the pavement. 


"Ult--" she gasped--before she could try to breathe, the infected grape kicked her in the gut. She 
felt something gush. She could hear nothing but her own mushy heartbeat. "Ult--" 


"CUNT!" There's nothing as frail as a body. They picked her up again. 

KKK 
In the concourse, Gary was still working up his courage. "Need another beer, pumpkin?" 
"Shouldn't we go out and meet Marie?" 


"Nah, Marie knows . . . I mean, I know Marie, she's probably getting another beer, too. It's a 
long drive." 


"Gary, [--" 
"Be right back!" He stumbled off in a panicked fog, compulsively pushing his glasses up his nose. 
Kim was the first pretty girl he'd ever dated. Boy, he thought, was Dad ever right about law 


school. And just think, I wanted to be a sitcom writer! "Uh--what?" he said to the vendor. 


"I SAID, what in hell do you WANT? I'm closing!" The vendor was grey with fatigue. Gary 
didn't notice. 


"Um--uh, are there any .. . harmful acids . . . in beer?" 

"WHAT?! I don't--no, there's no bad shit in the beer. You WANT some?" 
"Uh--two, please." 

Gary handed Kim her beer and slammed half of his, sweating. 

"Christ, Gary, you have to drive!!" 

"It's a long drive. Can't you help some?" 

"We're gonna be stuck behind all the other cars!" 


"So hurry and finish your beer." 
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"Why're you being such a--jeezus!" She sipped the beer first, then took a big gulp. Then she 
shrieked. 
"OH MY GOD! THERE'S A BUG IN MY BEER!" She dumped it on the ground. 
"NO!!" Gary squealed, and he dove to beat the flow of beer to the drainhole in the floor. 
"Gary, what the hell are you--OH! ATEEEEEEE! IS THAT WHAT I THINK IT IS?" 
He did the grin. 
"OH MY GOD, GARY, IT'S HUGE!" The diamond glowed through the beer with the promise 
of all he planned to buy her. He stayed on his knee on the sticky floor; he produced the velveteen 


box and lifted the ring to her beautiful hand. 


"YEAH! YES! OH, MY GOD, YES!!!" She kissed him like a banshee while he slipped on the 
ring. "Christ, Gary, I didn't know they MADE them this big. . ." 


He laughed and wrapped her with himself like a hot dog covered in dough. They kissed and 
shivered, wet through. 


"What about Marie?" he said. 


"Guess we better find her . . . Sweetie, don't tell her, okay? I always promised my mother she'd 
be the first to know." 


"Er, okay ... the poor thing! That game seemed to mean so much to her--she'll wonder why 
we're so happy!" 


KKK 


Marie lay in the back of a Chevy van. Steely Dan crawled from the classic radio; she smelled 
stale Budweiser, socks, and blood. A snapped bone poked through the flesh of her arm. She 
laughed darkly as the first one pulled down his sweatpants. 


"You like my Purple People Eater? You like that, you 'sconnie sow?" He tried to hit her in the 
face with his half-limp cock, but he was so drunk that he scuffed himself on the fuzzy upholstery 
instead. The others laughed. 


"Fuck you guys," he said, then broke out giggling himself. He managed to slap her in the mouth. 
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"Yeah!" said the man with the broken horn. 


Marie turned her head and vomited a black pint of evil blood. "I've had smarter days," she 
thought, and laughed again. 


"Quit laughing, bitch!" 


She laughed harder. Another bulb of blood floated up, the Vikings closed in, and the cold 
mountain of life grew over Marie's eyes and swallowed her. 


KKK 


Gary tapped the steering wheel in time with the radio and looked cheerfully out at the rain. 
"Well, maybe she's still drinking--" 


"Maybe she forgot where we parked . . ." 

"She's a big girl, she'll find us. Kiss me, woman!" 

"You're my favorite Packer!" Kim said, and they giggled while they kissed. 
War never changes. 


Ann Sterzinger was one of the founders of the ULA. She participated at the CBGB's press 
conference and the Amato Opera House reading and edited the second ULA communal zine, The 
Disintegration, before leaving the group. She would later participate with ULAers at the Cullen 
Carter benefit reading in Chicago, Illinois USA in 2003. During her ULA years, she lived in 
Madison, Wisconsin USA before moving to Chicago, where she lives today. Since then, she has 
published several novels as well as a fitness how-to book. She can be reached at 
asterzingerz@gmail.com. 
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"Excerpt from Auslanders Raus! (Foreigners Out!)" 
(from Slush Pile #2 and #3 and the zine of the same name, 2002-2004) 
by Steve Kostecke 


The summer of eighty-nine I was living in a cubicle in a grunged-out basement a few blocks north 
of the University of Michigan main campus. In this cubicle I slept on the floor. There was a thin 
red carpet on this floor, but no padding, and I softened it with a sleeping bag unzipped and spread 
out on the rectangular area between my dresser, my desk, my small couch, and my row of books 
in milk crates. Sleeping on the floor each night in this style was fine with me. I liked the floor. 
The floor was good. The way I saw it, a bed was an unnecessary luxury and could be done 
without. 


I was living in this cubicle because of the cost. $120 per month--which, as things went in Ann 
Arbor, was a very good price for having your own room near campus. But being scrunched into 
that little box as I was, with the walls slowly crushing in, had its effect on me. By the beginning 
of summer, a dreaded angsht set in. This dreaded angsht was due (in part) to those walls, but 
mostly due to the failure and consequent break-up of an eight-month relationship. She, the ex- 
girlfriend, quickly found someone new while I, the possessor of dreaded angsht, felt the walls 
crush me further. Aggravating this situation even more was the fact that I had just graduated with 
a BA in English from the "Harvard of the Midwest" yet had absolutely no future. I had the same 
variety of job opportunities available as I had had before willingly stepping into the higher 
education grinding machine. To prove this point I took a job as an entrance attendant at the 
university hospital. I assisted people who needed assistance and made certain there was always a 
nice row of available wheelchairs out front between the two automatic doors. A fellow attendant 
soon became my best friend that summer--a frizzy-haired thrasher in a local heavy metal band. 
He, the thrasher, had recently halted his lithium ingestions, I soon came to learn. By the end of 
summer I felt on route to lithium myself, or worse, since I was so clearly capable of perceiving 
the long stretch of nothingness ahead of me. I needed to do something drastic. 


A friend since fifth grade, Joe, was stationed in Stuttgart. He did not live on barracks; he had an 
apartment in Ludwigsburg, north of Stuttgart, which he cohabitated with his German wife, Kat. I 
had met Kat the previous Christmas when she and Joe visited the States to get married. To my 
amazement, she was a blond bombshell, in possession of genetically-superior Germanic babe- 
genes. How Joe had scored her was beyond me. He did tip me off, though, that in Europe he had 
gotten laid like crazy, whereas in the States the girls were so prissy and uptight it was ridiculous. 
An absence of deep-rooted and inherently perverse Puritanism existed over there in that 
sophisticated continent. To illustrate this point: whenever Joe went to the public pool 
accompanied by Kat and her equally genetically-superior babe-gene'd friends, the girls all 
unstrung their bikini tops and exposed their breasts to the radiance of the sun like the natural act 
it should be. 
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I bought a one-way ticket to West Germany. 


KKK 


Joe had been ordered to go into the forest and play army the week I arrived. So Kat, his babe- 
gene'd wife, had the honors of picking me up at the airport and entertaining me a couple days 
solo. 


In the car after I arrived I discovered that Kat was what could be described as an offensive driver. 
She seemed to be in a race to get back to her apartment. And whenever she was prevented in her 
onward aggressions, terms like sheisse spilt from her lips. "You don't have to go so fast," I told 
her: "There's no rush." Though Kat did not reply verbally to this, I sensed an explosion rip 
through her innards. An explosion / had detonated. I immediately realized: this girl is a stick of 
dynamite, and I know nothing about handling such sticks. In an effort to find common ground, 
and defuse any further bursts, I asked Kat if she was into Schopenhauer or Nietszche, which I was 
at the time. I thought this inquiry innocuous enough, but she shot back at me with: "You like that 
shit?" The development of a lose-lose situation began to dawn on me. 


That night, after a bistro and few beers, Kat and I talked in the living room. I had earlier 
informed her that my plan was to find a job and my own apartment as soon as could be 
accomplished. I was expecting the classified ads sections in the Stuttgart newspapers to be the 
same as in the States--packed with employment opportunities and immediately available 
dwellings. Kat now thought it the appropriate time to set me straight. She informed me that there 
was, in fact, a horrible housing shortage in Western Germany, with at least a two-year wait for 
apartment openings. I could not believe this. Kat insisted. She told me to look in any 
newspaper, and a housing section would not be found. Her country, she explained, was already 
packed enough with Germans, let alone the overabundance of Turks who had come to Germany 
forty years ago to labor cheaply for the rebuilding of the country after the war. Kat explained that 
this housing shortage--caused so much by continual migration to West Germany by peoples of 
non-Germanic origins--provided the justification for current neo-Nazi movements. 


After spending an uneasy morning and afternoon the next day with Kat, I was overjoyed when Joe 
returned from his stint of army-playing in the early evening. What a relief. 


In search of dinner, the three of us drove to the base where Joe worked. My preconceived notion 
of what an American army base would be like was totally wrong. It was not Spartan. It 
abounded, in actuality, with everything an overseas American might desire. The barracks were 
apartment buildings. There was a large grocery store stocked with American goods, items 
reduced by approximately 30% from their cost in the States. There was a liquor store with goods 
similarly reduced. There was also a mall containing the very essentials of American mall culture: 
a pizza restaurant, a movie theater, fast food places, clothing shops, and even a bowling alley. It 
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was a mini American city within the realm of a foreign country. 


KKK 


Next day at the job placement office, I was informed that my tourist status gave me only one 
option for employment on the base: the Burger King. Due to how difficult it was to secure and 
retain workers for this fast food chain, the cabal ruling the barracks put in force the stipulation 
that Americans with tourist status had to commence their employment on base at the Burger King 
for three months, thereafter able to upgrade their daily labor to other positions within the 
shopping mall complex. 


That night I patronized a Ludwigsburg bistro with Joe and one of his army buddies, a black 
sergeant. Sarge was cool. He kept the command persona on base. Here among the three of us, 
we were simply three regular American joes hanging out and getting ripped. Me: too ripped. 
Sarge took pleasure in handing me shots of ouzo even though I did not truly know what ouzo was 
but liked for some reason the bitter taste of black licorice. While the three of us drank and 
chattered, my ouzo mixed with my beer, and I blacked out. 


KKK 


Swirling back into consciousness, I discovered myself on the guest room bed. I was in agonizing 
pain. To combat this, I forced myself up and stumbled into the kitchen to obtain a large portion 
of water. I barged in on Kat, who was in the process of taking a very peaceful sip of tea. At my 
appearance she nearly spit that sip back into her cup. "What happened last night?" I asked and 
opened the fridge. Kat responded very calmly: "You don't want to know." I grabbed a bottle of 
water, took what she said in a barely coherent fashion, and limped back into the spare room. 


Due to the extreme pain, I was not able to fall back into blissful sleep. I had to suffer. To pass 
this torturous time, I strived to bring to light any undeleted images from the night before. I got as 
far as my fourth or fifth shot of ouzo, but that was all. I knew that Kat and the Sarge's wife were 
supposed to join us but had no memory of them. 


Joe walked into the room and solemnly sat on a chair next to the bed. "Dude," he said, in an 
undertone, "last night was too much." "What happened?" I asked. Joe looked at me blank. I told 
him: "I can't remember a thing after you, me, and Sarge downed all that ouzo." "You can't 
remember anything?" Joe asked in disbelief. "No." "You mean you don't remember when Kat 
came to the bistro?" "Did she?" "Dude, you don't remember calling her bitch and downing her 
drink and her slapping you in the face?" "No, I don't," I confessed. Joe looked at me in 
amazement. "And you don't remember throwing up all over our living room?" "My god. Did I?" 


Joe left me in the room with my new inner pain and dreaded angsht-ridden thoughts for the next 
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couple hours. I heard muffled voices from the living room. Joe entered back into the room and, 
after lugubriously retaking his seat, informed me that I could no longer stay here. I could not 
even wait until he left to play army in the forest in a couple days: I had to be gone tonight. It was 
his wife, he explained, as if the explanation were needed. The Fire Goddess had to be appeased. 


I made clear how incapable I was of lifting my lead-filled head off the pillow. If I were right now 
forced to arise and leave, I would only collapse into a contorted mass on the sidewalk in front of 
their apartment building. I could easily be gone if this could all wait till the following morning. 
Joe exited the room for a moment to confer with his wife. She gave a reluctant okay. 


KKK 


Next morning Kat barricaded herself into her bedroom while Joe helped me out of the apartment 
with my duffel bag. He drove me to the nearest suburban rail station and told me to call and let 
him know how everything turned out. I said okay. I got out of the car and yanked out my bag. 
Joe drove away. I was now way on my own. 


Stuttgart, gigantic city that it was, had only one youth hostel. I took the train to the main bahnhof 
and asked at the information booth where it was located. I had never stayed at a hostel before but 
had heard many stories from people at the University of Michigan who had backpacked through 
Europe. They all spoke of their experiences with such a pretentious romanticism, as if they had 
already achieved the ultimate in life. And this was where they stayed: at these cheap hostels, 
eight bodies to a room, communal showers and meals. 


I checked in then set off for my job interview at Burger King. A manager took me back to the 
employee break room. I showed him a recommendation from my entrance attendant job. He 
read it and nodded. Then I showed him my diploma. He smirked. All I had to do now was fill 
out some forms and bring them to an orientation meeting for new mall employees tomorrow. 


I returned to the hostel in the early evening, well aware that I was about to experience a rite of 
passage. My entrance into backpacker culture. I opened the dorm room door. 


On two bottom bunks I find two guys speaking in English together. They stop and ask: "Where 
are you coming from?" Perhaps I am supposed to give the name of a palace or festival or 
something else relevant to backpacker coolness and culture, but instead I blurt out: "I just got a 
job at Burger King!" 


KKK 


Next morning I attend the orientation meeting for new employees. The woman in charge is a bit 
wary of me because I put no local address or telephone number on my personal information 
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sheet. "I'll have that info for you soon," I tell her. She lets me pass. 


I meander towards Burger King--wondering if I should actually go through with this, then 
realizing that I have to--and am immediately given a tight maroon t-shirt and greasy cap. I put 
these on and am placed at the burger-making counter. How the routine works, I first place frozen 
burger patties into a patty-cooking machine with a slowly rotating treadmill grill. The burgers are 
carried through this machine where, as the commercials always tout, the patties are "flame- 
broiled". They come out the other end of the machine dripping with gunk and grease, fully 
cooked. It is revolting. With tongs I take these patties and place them inside of buns and set 
these patties-in-buns in a steamer bin to keep them warm while I prepare other burgers. 


Burger King's motto is "Have it Your Way!"--and seemingly every person that walks into the 
restaurant wants it his or her own special way. Nobody ever orders a regular Whopper. They 
each have a culinary preference for their polluteful discs of grease and gunk. On a screen above 
the counter their requests appear. WHOPPER NO ONIONS DOUBLE CHEESE. WHOPPER 
EXTRA PICKLES. WHOPPER NO KETCHUP NO ONIONS NO PICKLES EXTRA 
TOMATOES. WHOPPER PICKLES TOMATOES MUSTARD ONLY. WHOPPER THREE 
PATTIES. WHOPPER WITH BACON AND CHEESE BETWEEN PATTIES. WHOPPER 
NO PATTY ("vegetarian Whopper"). I crank these delicacies out and punch a large metallic 
button beneath the screen in order to clear the uppermost items off the list. The flow of soldiers 
and their dependents never seems to stop. The line nearly runs out the door. 


KKK 


Next day I return to Burger King under the presumption that I will be creating Whoppers again. 
Instead I am given a mop. I spend the next several days cleaning the floors, the dining booths, the 
men's bathroom, and emptying the trash into a dumpster. 


I am given a name tag with the name Chris still on it. I tell the managers it is fine. I want to be 
Chris. I would rather be Chris. Chris Who Mops Up At Burger King. 


While mopping the floor around the dining tables one afternoon, I notice a blond burst in my 
periphery. It is Kat. She is eating at a table with a female friend. We are both shocked at this 
impromptu encounter. I am sure she had expected me to be working somewhere in back of the 
counter--not out here, performing the lowliest of Burger King duties. For some odd reason she 
acts polite to me. She says that she has come here in order to see if I am still alive. I tell her I 
am, but as Chris. 


KKK 


At the Stuttgart youth hostel I converse with backpackers from a number of countries. 
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Netherlanders, Englanders, Americans, Italians, Germans, Japanese, Canadians, Australians, 
South Africans, even a Thai girl. I learn from them the common anecdotes of the European 
traveler (phony Euro-rail Passes can be obtained; sleepers on trains in Spain/Italy will be robbed 
by Gypsies; more than one person has had passport, money, and tickets stolen while showering at 
a hostel), plus I become knowledgeable of possible backpacking routes and destinations and 
where to stay within these destinations. I find myself telling new backpackers I meet that I am 
working at a Burger King at a nearby American army base until I save enough money to move on 
towards Cairo where I will room at the Oxford Pension, study the local language, and perhaps 
deal hash for my livelihood. 


KKK 


One morning I wake up at seven and walk out to the lobby to pay for and thereby reserve my bed 
again for the night. There is a rule at the Stuttgart youth hostel that a guest can only stay for five 
nights in a row. The guy who works at the desk has so far let me by-pass this limit. This 
morning, however--ten days after I first set foot into my room--the desk clerk tells me that I 
cannot get a bed here for this night. I ask him why. He says that 210 reservations have already 
been made by a group of German teenagers on a school trip. I do not believe it. Perhaps this is, I 
surmise, his way of telling me that I have overstayed my welcome. The clerk, sensing my doubt, 
points towards a sign on the hostel door. It has been there since the day before (though I had not 
noticed) and states clearly that all rooms are for one night only. I have no idea what to do now. 


I check out of the hostel and lug my duffel bag to Robinson Barracks. The head manager at 
Burger King, Mr. G, has been very open towards me since I started. He is just a few years older 
than me, from upstate New York, and living in a suburb of Stuttgart with his wife who also works 
on base. I explain to him my situation for the night. He already knows why I am not staying with 
Joe and tells me once again that my buddy's wife is a bitch and the source of all my problems. I 
slowly nod my head not fully in agreement. Then Mr. G surprisingly offers me the chance to stay 
at his house starting tonight through the next two weeks. He makes clear, however, they cannot 
put me up longer than that due to the head of mall security at Robinson Barracks living in the 
house directly behind them. It is against base policy for managers to allow their employees to 
stay with them. Whether or not this is actually true--the head of security living behind Mr. G, or 
the policy just stated--I do not care. 


Mr. G draws a map to explain how to get to his house in the hamlet of Hopfigheim. After my 
shift I journey there. Mr. and Mrs. G show me to their guest room and let me unpack. The room 
is much larger and more well-furnished than Joe's, with a full-sized bed. I take the cover off this 
bed and spread it on the carpeted floor. Mr. and Mrs. G walk back into the room and stare at the 
bedcover with pillow established on the floor at the foot of this spare bed. They look at me 
queerly. I tell them that the floor is good. 
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One eve Mr. G and I drive to a Hopfigheim bistro and drink several steins of German wheat brew. 
He reveals to me that he and his wife have been hiding down in the basement each night taking 
puffs of hash out of fear of freaking me out. This is a laugh. I tell him I have been smoking pot 
since I was seventeen. 


After this revelation, the three of us spend our nights sitting in the living together, gulping beer 
and smoking hash while watching the Armed Forces Network. The hash is potent, and mixed 
with the weizen beer it makes my brain reel. 


"You know why we put you up?" Mr. G asks me one of these spacey eves. I ask why. "Because 
what goes around comes around. We do this good thing for you now, and later some good thing 
will happen to us. That's exactly how it all works." 


In my stoned state of mind I suddenly perceive the interconnectedness of all human actions--the 
karma with which this earthly realm is imbued--and I perceive that I am a causation of the 
absorption of good karma in others, which results, ultimately, in the absorption of good karma 
within my self. I am a vehicle through which positive cosmic energy flows. 


KKK 


The two weeks at Mr. and Mrs. G's residence ends. They have to boot me out, they say, because 
of the head of mall security living directly behind them. If their neighbor sees me, Mr. G could 
lose his job. Or so the story goes. 


I load my duffel bag into Mr. G's car and get driven to the base. "You know what you should 
do?" Mr. G says on route. I ask what. "Get a tent and camp out somewhere cheap. It's as easy as 
that." But camp out where, I ask myself. And where would I shower. And would it be safe. 
Plus the cold weather is coming. 


I work my shift then dash toward downtown Stuttgart to the youth hostel. As long as two hundred 
German teenagers have not reserved each and every bed, I have a very good chance of obtaining 
one for myself. But, to my amazement, they have. I am again informed that not only every bed 
in the Stuttgart hostel but also in the two hostels in suburbs of Stuttgart (both of which I had 
never looked into) were booked solid for the week due to a festival and an international student 
tennis tournament. 


I stand perplexed a few moments in the lobby. I happen to hear a few guys speaking English. 
They too have no place to stay now in Stuttgart. I ask them what they will do. "Well we've got 
tents," one of them tells me. "We're going to make use of a nearby park. You're free to join us-- 
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That is twice today with the tent motif. Something is definitely happening deep within the fabric 
of the myth-story. 


I take the suburban rail to Ludwigsburg. I walk to Joe's apartment building and call him from a 
public phone at the corner. "Sorry to bug you, but I can't get a bed at the youth hostel and have 
absolutely no place to sleep tonight. Tomorrow night I'll have something arranged. So tell Kat 
it's just for one night." Joe--buddy of mine since fifth grade, and Appeaser of the Fire Goddess-- 
talks to Kat. She acquiesces. The two of us, though--Kat and myself--must remain in different 
rooms for the night. This is more than fine with me. I tell Joe I will merely shower and hit the 
sack and be gone early next morning. That works, he says. Then he asks how long it will take me 
to get to his place from wherever I'm at. I tell him approximately fifteen seconds. He laughs . . . 
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Next day at work I utilize my meal break to visit the Rec Center on base to rent a tent and 
sleeping bag. On a map of Stuttgart I have discovered there is a very small forest next to 
Robinson Barracks. Things could not be more prophetic. 


After my shift, in the dark, with tent and sleeping bag and other necessities within my duffel, I 
exit the base and wander over to the tiny forest. A dark path leads clear through it, the distance 
of one city block. This path is centered within one half of the forest. I know I cannot set camp 
near it; I need to delve into the other three-quarters of the woods. In the blackness I use my 
flashlight to discern a slightly worn footpath. I follow it. Immediately I find myself on the slope 
of a steep decline. With my duffel swaying on my shoulder I totter, land on my ass, and skid 
down a few feet. I stand back up and balance myself and progress cautiously to the bottom of the 
slope. I continue to follow the almost indiscernible path. It leads me to the darkest depths of this 
small forest--a darkness and deepness I had not expected. This dark and deep area is the perfect 
place to set up the tent. Nobody walking along the main path through the woods will notice me 
down the slope. Nobody strolling along the edges of the forest will notice me, either. I step off 
the footpath into a small clearing, flat enough for the tent. I unzip my duffel and set the tent up 
using the beam of my flashlight. I then crawl inside and unpack the sleeping bag, food, and 
candles that I have brought. 


Food for me is a baguette of bread and some spread. I crack the loaf open, use my Swiss army 
knife to wipe the spread on, and indulge. I wash this down with a bottle of cheap white wine. As 
I eat I listen carefully to the sounds around me. For all I know, local youths use this forest on a 
constant basis for partying. Or perhaps ancient Aryan rituals. Either way, the very last thing I 
want is to be intruded upon by drunken German neo-nazi teens shouting ausldnder raus! 
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I blow out the candles and ensconce myself within the sleeping bag. A sweatshirt wrapped in a 
towel is my pillow. I lie awake in the tent, too concerned about who or what might be prowling 
around. I hear strange noises. At the deadest part of the night--around four a.m.--a creature 
comes burrowing around my tent. I hear it shuffling and scraping. I am too scared to stick my 
head out and look at which type of animal it is. It does not sound big, but surely it is big enough 
to possess claws and fangs and can most certainly leap and attach itself onto a humanoid's face. I 
lie in the tent motionless, striving not to reveal my existence. 


At first sign of gray light I repack everything into my duffel. I ascend the slope then continue on 
the main walkway through the forest. I am surprised at the amount of rubbish I can see. Rubbish 
from American products purchased at the commissary at Robinson Barracks. I realize I must 
appease the local nymphs, satyrs and other mythic woodland creatures, and grab a handful of 
trash along the path on my way out. This act is good karma. The forest will protect me because 
of such acts. 
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I sleep in the forest every night for three weeks. I do not bother to go back to the youth hostel. 
The forest is a five-minute walk from the base; the Stuttgart youth hostel takes well over an hour 
to reach, requiring two tram rides plus a trek through downtown. The hostel will always be there 
if needed. I can shower in the men's room at BK for the time being. Perhaps I will return to the 
hostel when the weather begins to freeze. 


I move to the best shift of the day at Burger King: the early morning shift. I start at six, an hour 
before the doors open. I slice vegetables, cook eggs, thaw croissants, and prepare for the 
breakfast rush. I am alone at BK for nearly half an hour each morning between the ending of the 
midnight shift (when two guys clean the kitchen top to bottom) and the arrival of the first 
manager. 


When the midnight shift guys leave, I go to the salad prep room. A selection of yesterday's 
leftovers awaits me in the fridge. The chicken salad with blue cheese dressing is a decent enough 
way to start the day. I chow one of these down each morning as quickly as I can. This is, of 
course, an offense worthy of termination--but I am, after all, living in a forest in order to work 
here. And, in accordance with the Burger King motto, I am having my breakfast my way. 
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Each night I exit the barracks with my stuffed duffel on my shoulder and enter the forest. I 
inevitably slip on the steep slope and fall on my ass each time. Itis expected. Itis part of the 
ritual. I locate my same camp spot and set up the tent. Inside the tent I light the candles and eat 
my baguette with spread and gulp down a bottle of wine. I listen to classic rock on my walkman. 
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This type of life for some reason appeals to me. I feel strangely at home. I am alive sleeping 
with the elements in the increasingly fall-like weather. I have tapped into something primal and 
instinctual inside of me. I am enthralled by the daily success in the struggle to survive. 


Each night the same animal appears and rummages around my tent. Each morning I pick up 
trash to appease the forest deities. They protect me from the animal and all else. 


The gate guards at Robinson Barracks never fail to give me a certain knit of the brow as I appear 
out of the blackness before dawn, my hair a mess, my duffel on my shoulder, a plastic bag of 
garbage dangling from one hand. They never ask about my myth-story. I flash my barracks ID 
and am allowed to pass. 
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After three weeks in the forest--in the rains and the increasing cold of October--I arrive at work 
one morning to find a note waiting for me: "Steve, still sleeping in the forest? Call me and 
maybe we can work something out. Trudy." Trudy is an American who has done her three 
months at Burger King and is now working at a clothing store at the mall. She had originally 
been a backpacker in West Germany and had struggled to stay. Now she lives in her own flat in a 
suburb east of Stuttgart. 


I call Trudy at the clothing shop later in the morning. She agrees to let me stay at her place for an 
indefinite period of time. I journey there with her after our shifts end and toss a spare mattress 
down on her kitchen floor, wedging it snugly between the wall and the bottom cabinets. It could 
not be more perfect. 
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At the commissary bakery works a girl my age with long straight black hair and chartreuse eyes. 
I have been going there every afternoon to purchase my baguette of the day from her. 


One afternoon when I approach she smiles brightly almost as if she has been waiting for me. 
"One baguette, right?" "Right." She hands it to me. I pay. She holds the money in her hand. 
She asks, "So do you, like, ever come here with any of your family members?" "No. I'm here 
alone." "You're not connected with any of these army people, are you?" "You can tell?" "Yes. 
There's something about you. Something different. I had a feeling you weren't connected with 
anything here." Due to this overture, I briefly describe to her my situation. Becoming privy to it 
is more than she has bargained for, but she acts concerned and says that she will try to help me if 
she can. 


Next day we talk some more. Her name is Judi. She is from New Hampshire. She is married to 
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a soldier, lives on Robinson Barracks, and has a little boy and girl. But most importantly: her 
younger sister, Teri, is currently visiting from the States. She has told Teri about me and Teri has 
expressed an interest in meeting me. I say arrange it. A fling would only make an even more 
intense experience out of all this. 
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One night soon after, at Trudy's, I eat a can of spinach for dinner and go to bed. The next 
morning I do not have to work. I wake up automatically at dawn and lie on the mattress and gaze 
across the kitchen out the window opposite me. I see gray-greens and leaf formations and an 
expanse of gray sky slowly morphing towards an azure hue. While observing the dawn grow, and 
in the purity of an absolutely passive state, something suddenly jolts inside of me. The knot of 
tight energy that I have been carrying around inside of me becomes undone and I exude what 
must be cosmic radiation. Significant inner change is presently occurring. I bask in this intense 
energy-release till it fades away as suddenly as it had begun. The dreaded angsht is gone. 
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Now it is time to set things in motion towards an ending. A denouement. There is no rush, but 
the end must begin. 


An occurrence at work provides me with the perfect "out". . . 


One day after the lunch rush, Mr. G calls me into the office. He shuts the doors and dramatically 
throws his pen across the room. "That's it," he exclaims: "That is it!" "What?" I say. " What?" 
He mocks me. Then he imitates me standing at the counter, taking someone's order, face 
excessively glum and snide. "That's what!" 


He is right. I possess zero thrill at the register taking orders from the soldiers and their 
dependents. I cannot force a smile. I would like to inform them, if anything, of the evil "flame- 
broiling" machine and the contagion they are about to consume. I explain to Mr. G that I am not 
a very naturally-gifted service sector provider--which he very well knows. He tells me that I do 
not have to kiss the customer's ass, but at the least I should strive to have a tiny amount of 
courteousness towards them. I say okay. 


But Mr. G is not done. There is an underside to his rage against my behavior at the register. He 
abruptly asks me the following question: "Did you take a camera from my house?" "What?" 
"The camera my wife and I took to Munich, it's gone." "Why would I take your camera?" 
"Why? You're living in a goddam forest, that's why. Now did you take it or what?" "Of course I 
didn't take it." "Yeah well..." 
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Nothing I can say in the office seems to take any of Mr. G's suspicion away. I am guilty until 
proven innocent, and that proof of innocence is not forthcoming, unless he manges to find his 
camera somewhere within his house or car. I swear to him that I did not take his camera, and go 
back to work. 


This incident is destiny and fate and karma rolled into one exclamation point. I put in my two 
weeks' notice at work the next day. When I hand it to Mr. G he acts amazed. "Why would you 
want to leave now?" he asks me. "Just one more month and you're able to switch to another job 
on barracks with ease." "It's just time for me to go," I explain: "I've had a great experience. 
Learned a lot. Gotten myself together. All that crap. Now I want to do a loop of Europe before 
I head back to the States and apply for the Peace Corps." "The Peace Corps?" Mr. G enunciates 
with distaste: "Does that thing still exist?" 


KKK 


Trudy tells me I have to leave her apartment. She states that her landlady will not allow me to 
stay in her flat longer than one week. The lease, after all, is for just one tenant. 


I walk to the commissary after work and tell my bakery-section friend, Judi, that I am back in the 
forest. She perks up. "Well guess what," she says: "My husband is doing a twenty-four hour 
shift tonight. You can come to my apartment and meet Teri and stay the night and he'll never 
know." Judi jots down her apartment location and tells me to come at six. 


I eat dinner with her, her visiting sister, and her two toddlers. Her sister and I get along fine--but 
she and the kids go to bed at a surprising nine o'clock. Judi and I are left alone. We watch tv 
together on the couch. We talk a lot while watching this tv. She enjoys my company so much 
that she takes out her high school yearbook to tell me more about herself--in particular, how she 
got pregnant by her then-boyfriend/now-husband while in twelfth grade. She had her daughter at 
age eighteen, the boy at age twenty. "Both caesareans," she explains to me: "I was too tight for 
natural birth. And because of the caesareans, I still am." She scoots closer to me on the couch. 
"After my second kid, I thought enough was enough. I got my tubes tied. I can get them untied 
any time I want, but in the meantime I can have sex without a condom and never have to worry 
about getting pregnant.” I cordially nod. "I don't know if I should tell you this," she continues: 
"but my husband and I once split up for a while. We were thinking about getting a divorce, but 
then we got back together. Before that, though, while we were broken up, he had an affair. He 
never told me about it, but I knew. One night when he thought I wasn't going to be around, I 
went to where he was staying and looked in the bedroom window. I saw him in bed with this 
bitch! She was so nasty-looking I couldn't believe it. He had really sunk low. But just think of 
that bitch with my husband! I've never forgiven him. And you know what? In all our four years 
of marriage I've never cheated on him. Not once. But as far as I'm concerned, I'm entitled to 
have at least one little affair on him just like he did on me. Just one single time. Don't you 
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I tell Judi that I think I had better go to bed now. I am feeling quite sleepy. I have had a long day 
and will have another long day tomorrow. I thank her so much for her hospitality. 


Judi acts as if this is okay with her. I spread a blanket in the middle of the living room floor, 
between the couches and the television, while she cleans the dishes in the kitchen. When she 
comes out, I am lying on the floor, head on pillow. She turns off the lights and says she hopes that 
I sleep well. I thank her. 


She seems to be taking this well. 


Then, right as she is about to close the door to the bedroom hallway, she pauses. She stands in 
the doorjamb, a silhouette staring down at my silhouette on the floor. I can feel clearly everything 
that she wants me to feel. I have been hoping it would not lead to this. I have tried hard for it not 
to lead to this. I have done all I can for it not to lead to this. 


"I hate to go to bed now," Judi pleads, "with someone here who actually listens to me. My 
marriage is so unhappy .. .” 


KKK 


In the morning I must leave before her husband returns. "Is he a big guy?" I inquire. "Very big," 
Judi replies. Great, I groan to myself. I pack my knapsack and she kisses me at the door. Where 
this is all going, I have no idea. 


At work I decide to extend my employment at Burger King a further two weeks, which Mr. G 
immediately accepts. I need these two extra weeks in order to see how things develop with Judi. 
I have tapped into something very worth experiencing at the moment, whether so-called right or 
wrong. 


During the lunch rush a woman who has been keeping her back towards me in line suddenly spins 
around once she reaches my register and exclaims: "Hi Chris!" It is Judi, referring to my 
erroneous nametag, which I love. I am so happy to see her. We cannot talk openly due to the 
mass of soldiers and their dependents surrounding us, but we have our moment--evident, I would 
guess, to anyone not concentrating on visions of grimy pollutants they desire to ingest. 


That afternoon, after my shift, I go to the commissary bakery to purchase my baguette for the 
day. Again Judi and I have a moment. Our mutual smiles can be easily deciphered by her 
workmates, but we cannot and do not care to control them. With my dollar for the bread I slip 
her a sticky-sweet poem. She beams brightly and asks: "Where are you staying tonight?" "In the 
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forest." "But it's raining!" "I know. I've slept in the rain before." "You can't sleep in that cold 
rainy forest," she tells me. Then in a whisper: "I think there's a chance you can stay at my place 
again tonight." I am highly uncertain about this. "What about your husband?" "I think I can get 
him to say okay. He won't like it, but at least you won't have to sleep in the freezing rain." I 
unthinkingly accept the idea. 


I come back to the commissary at the end of Judi's shift. It is dusk at this time and the initially 
gray skies have turned even grayer as the rains continue to soak the ground. Judi runs outside in 
this rain to a car where her husband is waiting for her. She runs back inside and tells me I can 
come. "And don't worry," she adds on the sly: "he doesn't know a thing." 


Her husband, Kenny, is indeed a big man. My age, but approximately three times more bulk. In 
the car he tells me that his wife says I need a place to stay tonight. I say yep. He says he can help 
me out for a night. I say thanks. And then I suddenly realize that I do not wish to be doing this at 
all. What the hell am I doing? I would much much rather be on route to the forest where the 
camping situation, despite the cold and the rain, would still be many times less probable of 
degenerating into a seriously life-threatening situation. 


At the apartment, Judi and Teri make a pasta dinner while I sit in the living room with Kenny. 

He possesses a military machismo. His core is pure American-bred manliness. I must have 
appeared like a runt to his eyes. "So you live in a forest, huh?" he asks me, skeptical as hell. 
"Right." "And you've no place to stay, huh?" "That's right." "So why did you come here?" I 
explain my reasons while he scrunches his face in disbelief at every sentence I emit. I am 
obviously some kind of con man to him. He reacts like this so many times and with such 
intensity that J begin to feel suspicious about myself too. Who the hell am I really? And what the 
hell am I truly doing here? On top of this I must strive to clear my mind of what his wife and I 
did on the carpet beneath his feet a mere eighteen hours ago. I fear I might somehow transfer 
images into his brain. 


In the dead of night, lying on a blanket spread out on the living room floor, I hear someone enter 
through the bedroom hallway door. If it is Kenny, Iam dead. I immediately accept this fate. I 
have been suicidal enough to sleep with a married woman one night while her husband was away, 
then stay again at her apartment the following night with her husband there. My ability to partake 
as an active participant in such a situation is proof of the valuelessness of my genetic information, 
let alone its propagation. 


The footsteps softly approach my head. I gaze up. It is Judi. She crouches down. Her face 
hovers over mine--chin to my forehead, forehead to my chin--and whispers: "I just want to tell 
you that I thought about you all day long yesterday." Crouching down even further, she plants her 
lips on mine, upside-down. 
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I spend the next seven nights shivering in my tent. One of these nights I am so cold that I cannot 
sleep. Cold definitely equates pain, and I cannot get relief from this pain. Fully clothed and 
jacketed, I scrunch into a ball deep within my sleeping bag and tell myself I must do this. 


KKK 


I continue to see Judi each day at the commissary. I am eager for the next time we can be 
together. I ask if I can come to her apartment one afternoon (while Kenny is gone) in order to 
tape songs I like from their CD collection. She agrees. 


At her apartment, with Teri and her two children there, I tape the songs while we chat like old 
friends. We do not have the opportunity that afternoon to be alone. 


Next day at the base library--where I spend hours of my spare time after work--Judi appears 
behind me. "I knew you would be here," she says. She pulls a chair toward my cubicle and sits 
down. She is smiling, but it is a forced smile. Not unhappiness forcing a smile, more like 
neutrality doing so. 


"Steve, I keep getting the feeling like you want something more from me. I get this feeling at the 
bakery, and got it at my apartment yesterday. But really, I can't give you anything more. I'm 
wrapped up in my life. My two kids, my sister visiting, I have no privacy. Even things with 
Kenny have been going better lately. Our one night together--you and me--was very very special 
to me. I'll never forget you. You really have brightened my life, especially at a time when it 
needed brightening. I thank you so much. Really I do. But nothing more can happen between 
us. It really shouldn't. I hope you understand." 


She hands me a folded-up note. I unfold it. It is a sketch Judi has drawn of a dazzling sun 
coming out behind dark clouds, lighting up a valley of trees and flowers. Underneath this she has 
written: Thank you for brightening up my life. 


She leaves the library. Sitting at my cubicle I accept that it is over--not exactly sure what the it 
even was. But I am aware that because of this it I still have two more weeks to go at Burger King. 


KKK 


A former soldier at work, named Conrad, says he can let me stay at his apartment for two weeks. 
His apartment is in a suburb south of Stuttgart named Bonlanden. I can stay with him for two 
weeks till his German girlfriend returns from a sanatorium for a lung infection. His girlfriend 
does not live with him, and I am not exactly sure what the connection is between her return and 
my departure, but now that the snows have started I cannot care. Those crystalline snowflakes 
falling outside represent what my red blood cells could be. 
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My days at Burger King end. Conrad goes to work while I stay at his apartment and listen to his 
vinyl collection and ponder about my immediate future. I have managed to save twelve hundred 
dollars the past three months due to my abstemiousness. That currently gives me sixteen hundred 
dollars to my name. Three hundred of this I will need for my ticket back to Detroit--if I decide 
to go back to Detroit. I am not yet certain about going back there or anywhere else. All I can 
guarantee right now is that I will do a loop through Europe and then return to Stuttgart where my 
bags will be stored. I do not know how long that loop will last, or how long tangential loops off 
that loop may last, or what new developments may be awaiting me once I get back. The loop is 
the only thing I can focus on at the moment. 


KKK 


After the completion of my two weeks at Conrad's apartment, another opportunity appears which 
enables me to spend a further two weeks for free in the Stuttgart area. Lynn--another ex-military 
BK worker--asks if I want to stay at her place while her roommate is out in the field playing army. 
Her only condition is that I take care of her roommate's four-year-old daughter, Ashley, thereby 
sparing her mother two weeks' worth of daycare fees. I agree completely. 


Lynn picks me up and takes me to her apartment in Ostelsheim, west of Stuttgart. Ostelsheim 
completes the cycle. I have now stayed north, south, east, and west of Stuttgart, including having 
stayed within its center at the youth hostel. The completion of this cycle is a further symbolic 
indicator in the fabric of the myth-story that it is time for me to leave. 


KKK 


I rent a backpack for my upcoming backpacking loop through several European nations. The 
night before I depart, I pack my rented backpack, unpack it, analyze all of the contents, then 
slowly pack it again. Zen and the art of backpack packing. 


Lynn and Ashley drop me off at the Stuttgart train station the next morning. I have no definite 
plan. No schedule of where to go, what to do. Just take things as they come is the philosophy. 
See where I happen to end up, and with whom. 


I look at the departure board and read: Amsterdam. That sounds about right. I buy a ticket. 


Steve Kostecke was a world traveler, but during his ULA days, aside from the occasional stay 
Stateside, he primarily resided in Southeast Asia, where he edited the earliest versions of this 
anthology in various cybercafes. He was a founding member of the ULA and edited The Slush 
Pile, this anthology, and the Monday Reports on the ULA Website. His book, Wasted Angels, was 
published by ULA Press in 2008. He died in 2011. 
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"Sucker" 
(from LiteraryRevolution.Com, 2005) 
by Joe Smith 


It was the third day of their five-day visit. They always had the TV on—loud—so we 
had to yell to converse with one another. The talk bordered on interrogation. The questions were 
like crowbars: 


How’s work? 
Do you like your job? 
Are the people nice? 


I learned long ago that when relatives ask these questions, they don’t want honest answers. They 
want: 


Great. 
I like it a lot. 
The people are very nice. 


I had to get out of the house so I drove to a bookstore 30 minutes away. After 10 minutes of 
browsing, I found a copy of Bukowski’s War All the Time and cracked its spine. As luck would 
have it, I turned to a poem about working in a factory. In it, Bukowski refers to himself as a 
“sucker” because, even though he’s getting paid for his time and labor, his job exists to make a 
rich man richer. 


I was a sucker, too. Like Bukowski, I knew in my heart that the game was rigged. But, 
like a fool, I kept right on playing, hoping all the while my luck would change, even though I 
knew there was no such thing as luck. 


I paid for the book, got in the car, and drove home. Thankfully, everyone was asleep when I 
returned. Immediately, I went to my desk, reopened the book, and picked up where I left off in 
the store. Bukowski’s words ignited flames of inspiration in my gut and let loose a venomous ire 
in my veins. Suddenly, miraculously, everything was . . . right. 


But then, about 10 poems later, the fire that had burned so brightly died without warning. 
Bukowski began writing about his ex-lovers and his success at the track. He made the hassle of 
playing the game sound worthwhile. He made it sound like there was a way out. 
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“What happened to the war?” I wondered. I bought the book because I wanted to feel the 
hopelessness of class conflict and the hollow self-righteousness that accompanies 

the fight against impossible odds. Instead, all I got for my $14 were some words about the 
satisfaction of a well-placed bet and the silhouette of his girlfriend’s ass in the dark. 


Writers, they say, do their best work during moments of suffering, when they’re searching for a 
reason to explain the unreasonable mess of humanity or in desperate need of answers that don’t 
exist. The poems in War All the Time, however, were written when Bukowski was in his 60s. By 
then he had penned a screenplay, published many novels, and written several books of poetry. By 
then he wasn’t longing for anything. 


There was a time when I thought the fire in Bukowksi would burn forever. His fire, I was sure, 
wouldn't burn out until his life did. 


Like I said, I’m a sucker. 


Joe Smith was one of the founders of the ULA. Hailing from Maryland, USA, he was a 
participant in the first ULA reading at the Amato Opera House in New York City. For many years, 
he published the philosophical zine The Die, which over the years featured more than one debate 
in the letters section about the effectiveness of the ULA campaign. He also ran his own independent 
press, Red Roach Press. Since then, he has kept writing, and currently runs the website 
www.butter-lamb.com. He is currently working on the first issue of a new (maga)zine, Alternate 
Incite, which will be available in June 2020. He can be reached at joe3ofcp@gmail.com. 
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Editor's Rant 
(from Slush Pile #2, 2002) 
by Steve Kostecke 


What you are about to experience is communal zine number two of the notorious and oft-times 
damn near superheroic Underground Lit Alliance--so mix a strong one and try to relax. You 
really are far too stressed from maintaining that forced grin of acquiescence towards those three- 
dimensional rectangular-shaped products which evil NYC-based conglomerates shove down your 
throat whilst bellowing: "Tastes like lit, does it not, slave?" We of the ULA are here to say: you 
need not suffer any longer. Authentic American writing does exist--just not in the specially- 
wrapped format you are being hoodwinked into believing it should be. The ULA does not 
sponsor cookie-cutter writing workshop tripe or--worse--the overly-wrought musings of MFA in 
Creative Writing pupils who are forced to fabricate so much within their minds due to so little 
that happens for them in the mean and icky realm of the uncloistered world. The underground 
continues to gather its forces against the strangulation of far-worthier voices that had better be 
heard else we all plunge into the corporate machinery and strive to achieve an ever-lasting 
mediocrity of constant pleas to not rock the boat. As is well known by now, the ULA is most 
definitely rocking, and has made numerous victories in its battle to enlighten the Estab about how 
incredibly right we are and how dismally wrong are they. Press about the ULA's steady upward- 
progression--along with essays, photos, and other type fun--can be accessed via our website at 
literaryrevolution.com. Stay tuned. It's gonna continue to be one action-packed ride, and you 
would not wanna be left behind. 
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"Harassed By An Automobile Operator While Biking Through Chinatown" 
(from Zeen Beat #3, 2002) 
by Susan America 


Mistaking his audial alerting device for some 

Dematerializing raygun this man 

Assaults me with his horn feeling deeply in his soul 

He should be bumper to bumper with the car in front of me 

It is my duty to stay calm and ignore in 21st century Philadelphia 

But he's still blaring and 

I'm using all my will power to keep my middle fingers firmly on the handlebars 
I'm using my middle fingers solely to steer 

I'm thinking about how much damage a bicycle can do to the side of a Lexus 
And he's still holding down the center pad of his steering wheel 

Cell phone to his ear 


I'm taking this in to the curve of my hips and the pale of my skin 

I'm taking it in to the poverty of my bike and my shoes shining off 

The classist din of this gold Lexus 

I'm taking it in as The Man vs. Artists vs. Twentysomething vs. 

I'm trying to make shit better by not driving some baby-killing car hopped up on 
Cold War gas 

I'm taking it in as war vs. peace and hate vs. love 

But this peace ain't easy and this love is fading 


He's stabbing a millimeter at my back tire and I'm waiting 

He's about to bumper the hairs of my left knee and I'm waiting 

He's about to squeeze me into the rearview mirrors of the rotten teeth parked cars and I'm 
waiting 

He's still on his phone call and he's still in a new car and he's still shopping at the mall 
and he's still believing capitalism has his best interest in mind and he's still thinking 
he's not rich enough and he's still believing network news and he still thinks money 
can buy him out of this mess we're in but he still ain't getting past my two wheel urban 
war machine 

And still he honks and I've got no place to go except 

in his driver's window with a pick axe 


I'm starting to take it personal this guy wants to kill me 

I'm taking it personal this state-manufactured prejudice taken seriously 
I'm taking it personal this greed-fueled tyranny 

This lack of vision of what we could be 
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As residual agent orange shoots up the nape of my neck into the 
Deep ape baby-lead-licking portion of my brain 

Switching up slay-or-be-slayed liquid lenses in front of my eyes 
And at this very moment perhaps 

The arthritic bacon-vein law like scratched 

Exxon plexiglass prevents both of our murders? 

And still he blares 

The monotonous quack in convenient place of voice and intellect 
But I'm still riding my bike to the grocery store 

A block ahead the traffic stops before a nervous fireman with an orange flag 
As the fire engines prepare 

And I bolt up the center and onto the sidewalk 

I can still hear the car horn four blocks away like some 

Rusty tanker spill gnat 


Too fat to fly 


Poet and musician Susan Connell a.k.a. Susan America a.k.a Polyestra joined the ULA in 2003 
and stayed to the end. Living in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania USA and Livingston, Montana USA 
(where she ran an independent bookstore that sold zines) during her ULA years, she now resides in 
Garrison, North Dakota USA. Since her ULA days, she has continued to trailblaze, going beyond 
literature into farming and working as a tanker truck driver during an oil boom. She can be 
reached at susanconnell@ yahoo.com. 
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"Clarity" 
(from Slush Pile #2, 2002) 
by Chris Estey 


The bus driver wouldn't let me off at the Westlake stop in the tunnel. It was another case of 
institutional coercion--he doesn't know that the soft tissue in my feet is tearing, and he would 
probably not care less if he knew that I would have a hell of a time walking back to my tenement 
from the Convention Center. He's got a job to do, and he's just doing it. He's got orders. 


Just like my boss, who wouldn't let me off early to get home safely. Hey, he's got a Porsche; he 
just drives from one parking garage where he lives to the parking garage of the business that he 
owns. No hassle with the hoi polloi, the lepers above ground. Every man for himself--unless 
you're in his employ, turning out "Christian punk" albums for the sanctified alternative music 
masses. Then you better do your shift no matter what, and who cares what happens to a poverty- 
level, non-driving, unprotected employee when he leaves work at night. 


When the area between where he lives and works is in utter turmoil. 


KKK 


As we pass Westlake, I have this awesome feeling of dread, as the bus doesn't stop. I yell out, 
"Hey! You passed Westlake!" as the bus continues driving through the long cement tube to the 
Convention Center stop, the final one in the tunnel. The guy in front of me in the sideways seats 
in the accordion part of the double bus says, "Hey, at least it's taken you up here." But I didn't 
want to be taken "up here" to the Convention Center. I resent his sudden involvement and 
"consolation." My legs ache, my feet hurt, and I'm scared of cops and rioting frat boys. (Because 
of the television reports, I figured most of the real, original protesters have been arrested or driven 
away by now--just because personal reports while I was at work confirmed that my friends had 
been.) 


It's dark and chilly, the end of November. I say "No thanks" to the driver and unboard, taking 
the escalator up into the ebony early evening. As the moving stairs carry me towards the mouth 
of the bus tunnel entrance/exit, I see pitch black sky ahead. Then I hear some punk band playing. 
The loitering crowds around the block outside the abandoned sci-fi/art deco station seem, well, 
happy. Blacks and whites and Mexicans partying together. No authority. No consumerism--or 
the oppressive void it leaves when I'm coming home after hours on an ordinary weeknight, being 
told that downtown is only for the rich to buy things. (You see, the rich of this city have already 
made up their minds. This isn't a community--this is a huge mall, and with the Convention 
Center construction, building skybridges, and downtown parking between the department stores, 
it seems more like that all the time.) 
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As I walk past the shifting clots of darkly-clad young people slamming trash cans at Planet 
Hollywood, kicking the windows of the odiously cheerful Warner Brothers store, or just watching 
the band, I realized there were no police around. For some reason, I wasn't scared. Nothing felt 
malicious about the scenario. In fact, I felt relieved things went as they had. It was actually 
blissful--the first time I ever felt totally safe at night returning to 2nd and Stewart. 


Then I see the well-groomed employees of the department stores lined up, looking terrified, 
standing behind the windows of Nordstroms, and the Bon, and the other stores, dressed nicer 
(probably because they had to) than the crowds "threatening" them out here, in the cold 
November night (actually just threatening those stupid windows). I am shocked and amazed. 
This astonishes me. Would I do this for the company that I work for? What would I do if I was 
asked to stand in the window to protect the glass and property of my employer? 


I wondered how were these people different from us. I had to work today, too, in an office in 
Pioneer Square, at least--so I understood why these people couldn't be protesting. But protecting 
all of this gaudy shit? It was wickedly absurd seeing them in the store windows, looking like 
human displays. The obviousness of their position in life as exploited "Human Resources" 
probably had never been more clear to them. 


They stared at me with trembling eyes as I walked past, as if I would fling a rock straight at them 
at any second. (A combination of my disgust at them for being such suck-asses to their 
employers, and a liberating sense of the power they were giving me by fearing me made me want 
to lurch angrily towards the windows every now and then, but I felt too sorry for them in their 
mutually despicable positions.) 


Gypsies ran downtown for a little while. Smiles abounded. Spontaneous singing, clapping, and 
chanting crackled around fires set in barrels. I realized, for the first time in many years, just how 
heavy the vibe is downtown when things are "normal." This was real diversity, and a sense of 
comfortable purpose filled the lingering small crowds--the lack of the usual gobs of drooling, 
card-holding, rude shoppers was so refreshing. 


Then, as I was nearing home, two blocks away from my building, dozens of heavily armed and 
uniformed troopers stopped me in my tracks. 


Almost home, and my Perfect Scene was over and done. 


They didn't care about my I.D. They wouldn't let me pass in either direction. They didn't care 
that I lived in the tenement behind their military line. They would not speak to me as an 
individual. Holding their weapons to their chests, they were poised, ready to drive anyone in their 
way out of the city. 
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Within a matter of minutes, my tax money was being spent on filling my eyes and lungs with tear 
gas. As I ran through block after block of gas, confusion, and anger, I felt like an animal released 
from a cage, then shot in the back. 


Chris Estey's work was published in the earliest Slush Piles, and he remained a member of the 
ULA from the early days of the group through the end. Residing in Seattle, Washington USA 
during his ULA years, he continues to live there, working as a publicist and writing music criticism 
and history. He can be reached at estey@xopublicity.com. 
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"A Sentence Of Grace" 
(from Slush Pile #2, 2002) 
by Wred Fright 


in which our hero Harold Grumblebunny debates the ethical merits of different approaches to 
masturbation, goes speeding in an automobile with a Reverend, and uses a number of 
bath/restrooms, among other sundry misadventures 


Harold Grumblebunny woke up to discover that he had no problems that morning. He breathed 
in deep. He had dreamed of this moment for years. He was at peace. It was pretty fucking 
sweet dude. 


However, this, in itself, was sort of, kind of, er, a problem. Harold was so used to having a 
problem to struggle against, a desperate situation racking his brain, a conundrum for each cell to 
swear about, that this sense of grace made him feel adrift in a vast unknown sea. He would have 
stayed in bed but he wasn’t tired. Like I said, Sparky, no problems. What was there to do? 


Harold was bored! That was a problem! He leaped out of bed with vigor! Now, I will be a lion 
for the Lord, he almost said aloud. 


But it wasn’t the same. Harold was missing that old anxiety, the feeling that everything was going 
to smash in upon him at any moment. His heart wasn’t racing. He wasn’t sweating. 


Harold didn’t even have to piss that badly this morning, but perhaps out of habit he walked to the 
bathroom in his studio hovel anyway. The piss stream arced and it felt good. For once, he didn’t 
feel like he was trying to pass a baseball through his urethra. 


As he pissed, Harold thought back to last night. He had been agonizing over whether it was 
better to masturbate to pornographic magazines, possibly contributing to commercial empires of 
nastiness but at least the models were presumably paid something for their services and knew 
people would be whacking off to their images someday, or whether it was better to masturbate to 
personal fantasies, possibly unfairly involving people Harold knew who had no idea that he was 
slapping the salami at the thought of them dressed in French maid uniforms and serving him tea 
with toast in bed capped off with a courteous blow job. (Of course, not masturbating at all was 
impossible. Harold had tried doing that one Lent with disastrous consequences and learned his 
lesson.) Harold hadn’t settled this debate in his head yet and had gone to sleep relaxed after using 
a combination of both methods but he was sure he would be racked with guilt and indecision 
again in the morning. 


But he was not. It was a strange new world. He had other things he should be worried about too, 
but again, he was not. The toilet even flushed right for once! 
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Now that was terrifying. Harold didn’t know what to do with himself. Worse it was a Saturday 
and he didn’t have to go to work. That would have distracted him and surely given him some 
problems. Harold had always fancied a life free from difficulty and imagined how much fun he 
would have, but now that the moment had arrived, he hadn’t the slightest clue what to do. 


“I can’t take this anymore,” Harold thought. He decided to just end the intolerable situation. He 
strapped on his sneakers, and left his studio hovel still wearing his pajamas. He would just walk 
up the street to the local convenience mart, the Dairy Dungeon, where all the cops in town got 
free donuts and coffee while the Lebanese proprietors sold oxycontin and other unprescribed 
nonoverthecounter and thus illegal drugs over the counter and under the cops’ noses, and Harold 
would take off his pajamas and do naked cartwheels through the aisles. Between the cops, the 
drug dealers, and the customers, Harold would be bound to have a problem, and thus this state of 
worry-freeness would be over. 


It was a pleasant April day, still a bit chilly. Harold imagined if he stayed outside long enough in 
his pajamas that he would get cold, and then he’d have a problem. 


Hmm .. . but it’d be too easily solved. All Harold would have to do was go inside somewhere and 
the problem would be solved and he’d be back to his problem of having no problems and then he 
couldn’t blame his failures on anyone or anything and he’d actually have to start taking 
responsibility for his own life. 


Ugh! Harold continued on to the Dairy Dungeon. With luck, he could end up in the legal system 
and the bureaucracy could drag out his naked cartwheels past the potato chips and soda pop and 
hamloaf for years, one little annoying problem after another to vex him. 


Harold was in the Dairy Dungeon’s parking lot when another thought overtook him. “Wait! 
Maybe instead of trying to get a new problem, I should use my newfound state of grace to help 
others with their problems! That should keep me occupied! Some people are really fucked-up!” 


Harold looked around for somebody with a problem he could help. The peaceful feeling was 
easier to bear with a sense of purpose. He didn’t see anybody. It was quiet out. He noticed a 
church next to the Dairy Dungeon. Harold supposed it had always been there but it had never 
occupied any place of prominence in his consciousness before. And now it did! 


Harold walked up to it. The sign said it was the Second National Methodistical Church and that a 
Rev. Abraham Porno was the proprietor. It had been a while since Harold had been in a church. 
He went as a kid, but now only stepped foot in them for weddings and funerals. Harold usually 
found them oppressive rather than beautiful and reckoned God was no more likely to be found 
within as God was found without. 
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The doors were unlocked. Harold walked inside. It wasn’t too bad. Old and austere. Whether 
this was by design or default due to lack of funds, Harold wondered. It was quiet. Harold looked 
past the pews to the chapel. He was glad there wasn’t some fuckup there telling him and everyone 
else how to live. Harold especially liked when Catholic priests talked about how to deal with 
marriage problems. 

No more silence. Voices came from downstairs. Harold couldn’t make out what they were 
saying, but he made his way to the stairs and the sound. Perhaps these were the people he could 
help or they knew somebody who needed help anyway. 

Harold found being in church in his pajamas much more relaxing than being in church in a stiff 
suit. If God pumps you out naked, then why do people think God wants you dressed up in 
church? It was a fucking system of social control run by the haberdashery industry Harold 
concluded. 


On the stairs, the voices were clearer. It was a male and a female voice. They were having a very 
polite argument. Harold paused on the steps to listen. It seemed the graceful thing to do. 


“But Abe, I can go and help you,” the female voice said. 

“No, Angela, what if someone needs us? You have to mind the store,” the mister said. 
“Oh, that’s ridiculous. Hardly anyone comes in on Sunday, much less Saturday.” 

“You never know darling.” 

“But you need help!” 

“It’s nothing. It'll just take longer without Bobby.” 

“But all that getting in and out of the car is bad for your back.” 

“It’s fine, Angela.” 

“No, it’s not. I can tell it hurts you.” 


Ah ha! Here was someone who clearly needed help. Like a superhero, Harold made his 
appearance. 


The couple stared at him. They were elderly and dressed shabbily but neatly in that clergy way. 
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Harold didn’t know what to say. He stammered out, “Can I use your bathroom?” because he 
couldn’t think of anything else. 
The woman pointed him down the hall. Harold thanked her and went inside. He stood in front 
of the toilet. He pretended to pee and tried to think of what to say. Outside he could hear the 
voices going again, but once again he couldn’t make out what they were saying. He still hadn’t 
thought of anything. He cursed himself for not pretending to take a dump; that would have given 
him more time. He flushed and went back out. 
“But we don’t know him, Angela!” 
“Oh, hush! Have some faith!” 
Harold walked up to them. “Thanks,” he said. 
“Young man,” the woman began, “I don’t believe we’ve met.” 
She offered her hand, “I’m Angela Porno.” 
Harold shook her hand, deathly afraid because he remembered that he had forgotten to pretend to 
wash his hands after he had pretended to pee. Still the old woman wanted to shake hands so he 
gave her a good pump, “Hi, my name’s Harold Grumblebunny. I, uh, live in the neighborhood.” 


“This is my husband, the Rev. Abraham Porno,” Harold shook hands with the old man. 


“Pleased to meet you,” the old man said, “Are you looking to join the congregation? There’s 
always plenty of openings.” 


“You can even come in your pajamas,” Angela added cheerily. 


“Um, no offense, I don’t know that Pm much of a church person, but I am looking to do some 
public service.” 


“Really,” Angela said, “When?” 
“No, no,” Abe started. 
“Oh, today,” Harold said, “Now.” 


“Wonderful,” Angela said, ‘Abe, this is a miracle!” 
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Angela looked at Harold, “You must be an angel sent from heaven.” 
Abe grunted. 


KKK 


Ten minutes later, after an argument which Abe lost to Angela, Harold was riding shotgun in a 
1983 Buick LeSabre. When they were alone, Abraham tried to dissuade Harold from coming on 
his delivery run, but Harold refused to unaccompany him. Harold was beginning to fancy himself 
as, in Angela’s description, “an angel in pajamas and sneakers.” 

“So what are we delivering?” Harold asked. 

“Harold, render unto Caesar what is Caesar’s, and unto God what is God’s.” 

Harold couldn’t figure out what this meant but before he could ask any more questions, Abe had 
pulled up at the back of the Dairy Dungeon and was knocking on the back door. One of the 
Lebanese brothers? cousins? fuckbuddies? stuck his head out and waved Abe in. Harold thought 
with amusement at what that man would have thought of his naked cartwheels round the deli 
counter. 

Abe came back with a couple big boxes and set them in the backseat. Meals for shut-ins, Harold 
presumed. But if they were meals from the Dairy Dungeon, those shut-ins probably got pretty 
shitty meals. 

Abe got in the car with a smile and off they went. 


On the highway, Harold asked, “Don’t Christians have to do the speed limit?” 


“Those are man’s laws, not God’s laws, son,” Abe said as he pushed the speedometer needle 
further to the right, “We’re late anyway.” 


“Jesus Christ!” Harold said as they pushed a hundred. 


Harold looked out the window as things rushed past him faster than he had ever seen. He looked 
out the back window and saw flashing lights, “Abe, I think there’s a cop behind us.” 


“Son, the devil takes many forms. Don’t be fooled.” 


“Abe, those aren’t meals for shut-ins we’re delivering, are they?” 
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“Meals for shut-ins are Monday through Sunday, son, but in the afternoon, not the morning. 
We're actually doing some friends a favor so we can afford to keep doing the meals for shut-ins 
program. It’s all the Lord’s work though.” 


“But isn’t dealing drugs wrong?” 


“Son,” Abe stopped looking at the road ahead for a moment to fix Harold with a preacherly gaze, 
“Do you know the story of Sodom and Gomorrah?” 


“Uh, sure, God wipes out a couple sinful towns, saves Lot and his family because they’re good, 
the wife doesn’t listen, looks back, and gets turned into a pillar of salt.” 


“Very good, son, now do you know what happens to Lot after that?” 
“Uh, I don’t know. He avoided salty food?” 


“Very funny, son, no. After Sodom and Gomorrah, Lot’s daughters get him drunk and bear 
children by their father. Now in the Bible, God doesn’t say anything about this, and Lot’s 
descendants go on to live happily enough. Now do you know the meaning behind that story?” 


“Sex with your daughters is o.k. if they got you drunk?” 


“No, son, the meaning is that none of us are pure. We’re all sinners so we’re all going to sin, even 
the good family of Sodom, but as long as a sin is made for the greater good, God doesn’t sweat 
it.” 


“Um, isn’t that kind of a dangerous philosophy? I mean couldn’t you justify doing anything with 
that?” 


“Hold on to that thought son,” Abe said as he pulled a u-turn and the car popped up on two 
wheels. Harold felt like he was going to be pounded into a pillar of salt for a moment or two as 
he bounced off the inside of the car, but they plopped down again, and, a few minutes later, they 
pulled up in front of a nondescript office building in the city. 


Harold had kept his mouth shut for the rest of the ride, no more debating religious philosophy 
since he now was resisting the urge to vomit, his state of grace evaporated. Now he had a 
problem. A big fucking problem. This was no naked cartwheels in a convenience store. Harold 
had blundered into the middle of the fucking bullshit drug war. 


Abe said, “Get the door, PII get the boxes.” 
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Harold got the door. Abe got the boxes. They went into the old office building and took the 
elevator to the fourth floor. They went down the hall. Abe knocked on the door. A shiny, white 
person answered the door. Abe said, “Wait here,” and went inside. 


Now Harold really did have to pee. He wandered down the hall until he found the restroom. 
Harold sat down on the toilet even though he just had to piss. He sat there for a while. He 
missed his state of grace now that it was gone. He promised himself that if it ever happened 
again, he’d be prepared now. It wouldn’t seem like a sentence. He’d know what to do. He sat 
there for a long while, taking a rest in the restroom. Finally, he tired of s(h)itting there, and got 
up. There was a window by the sink. Harold looked out it while he washed his hands. 


There were a lot of police cars out there. They had surrounded the LeSabre. Harold saw Abe 
and another man being placed in the back of a policecar. Another cop had the two big boxes. 


Harold knew just what to do. He didn’t look back. 


Wred Fright read at several ULA readings, served as the Ohio Bureau Chief, organized the F 
Independent Literary festival (FILF) in Cleveland, Ohio USA in 2006, served as coeditor of the 
Underground Literary Adventures blog, and had his novel The Pornographic Flabbergasted Emus 
published as part of the ULA Press line. During the ULA years, he primarily lived in Ohio and 
Pennsylvania USA. Since then, he has published several novels. He currently resides in Westlake, 
Ohio USA. His Website is WredFright.Com, and he can be reached at wredfright@yahoo.com. 
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"Excerpt from A Postcard From Seaside" 


(from Slush Pile #2, 2002) 
by Jack Saunders 


Tradition 
Q: What makes you think the company is going to lay you off? Maybe you'll be spared. 


A: In The China Syndrome, Jack Lemmon asked the console operator what made him think the 
company would be looking for a scapegoat, and he said, "Tradition." 


The Plot 


From Here To Eternity begins with Robert E. Lee Prewitt leaving the bugle company for a line 
infantry outfit. They had promoted another bugler in his place, a hack, and dayroom politician 
who wasn't fit to carry Prewitt's jockstrap. 


Red could stay, because Red was not a bugler, Jones wrote, but Prewitt had to leave, because he 
wanted most of all to stay. 


I don't know if that's the way I feel about all the jobs I've left. 


That's the way I felt about leaving graduate school, in anthropology, and leaving IBM, where I 
tried to give them my best, for them, and they didn't want it, they wanted me to fit into their 
lockstep mold. 


Other jobs, I had an attitude, and deserved what happened to me. Or I was caught in a generally 
sinking tide, and would have sunk, sooner or later, regardless of what I did. 


My career as a writer, I have always felt like Prewitt though. 


Since artists stopped making art for the church, and the nobility, and started making it for 
themselves, or for an audience they identified with, different from the nobility, or the church, 
artists have had to fight for their independence from the audience's smug, self-centered 
chauvinism. 


In America, the audience for books is an educated middle class who think of themselves as 
enlightened, open, tolerant, and free. Not prisoners of an ideology, a culture, as much as a 


headhunter cooking a missionary in a cannibal pot is a prisoner of his culture. 


Calling publishers, book reviewers, writing instructors, and the arts bureaucrats who give grants 
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and prizes, careers, to themselves, by way of their friends, through networking, joining, fitting in-- 
calling these people yuppie scum is not the road to success, for a contemporary American writer. 


Who do I think my audience is? Housepainters? Snapper fishermen? Bluegrass musicians? 
Campfire-pickers at former-hippie powwows? 


How do I expect to get past the gatekeepers of literature and out to them? By insulting the 
gatekeepers? 


Am I nuts? 


Well, no, that is the plot. And it goes back to Homer, the Greeks, and the Bible. Not to mention 
Grand Guignol. 


This isn't career suicide; it's a literary device, and a venerable one. 

If it didn't work, this time, like Kafka, I got the book written, at home. 

Spared 

As I was going to lunch, my manager called me aside. Motioned me into his office. 

Oh, shit, I thought. Here it comes. 

"There are going to be lay-offs in our group, today," he said. "But you're not one of them." 
"Thank you for telling me," I said. "In that case I have work to do." 

He laughed. 

Jack Saunders was an active part of the ULA from its earliest days, appearing at the CBGB's press 
conference and the Amato Opera House reading. He also had a book, called Bukowski Never Did 
This, published by Lit Vision Press as part of the ULA line, appearing at a ULA reading in 
Philadelphia in 2005 to promote it. His edited volume, Postcards From Pottersville, included 
interviews with several ULA members and other ULA material. A longtime writer in the literary 


underground who wrote constantly, Saunders lived in Georgia and Florida, USA during his ULA 
years. He died in 2018. 
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"Soulhackers"' 
(from LiteraryRevolution.Com, 2002) 
by Owen Thomas 


1 
I first got Adjusted back in public school. Normal Advanced Elementary was a pretty high-class 
place. It was founded back in the 90s and had maintained some of that decade's "computers will 
save the world" mentality--anyway, we had lots of computers and a few of us even learned some 
coding. The so-called security wasn't as tight as in a lot of places: most of the guards were 
armed only with clubs, for example, and actual violence was fairly rare (even if its threat was 
constant). 


My best friend, Ray Light, was a drug addict. Since we were subject to random searches and 
urine tests, this had made his life sort of difficult until he had learned to compromise with booze 
(and tobacco, which was still officially legal though of course not allowed on school grounds). 
He'd already been Adjusted twice (in efforts to "help" him stop dropping Sid and smoking Cain), 
and was something of a school legend. He insisted that his Adjustments hadn't done a thing, but 
those of us who knew him knew better. He was even more of jerk than before. 


I had met Ray in a Dynamic Relationships & Manageriality class when we were ten and eleven 
years old (I'm a little older). Ray hadn't started doing drugs yet then and was actually kind of a 
nice guy. The important thing was that, like me, he had had Bible believer parents who brought 
him up reading a lot, and, like me, he was a print junkie. Hardly any of our classmates could 
read at all beyond the acronyms-and-icons level taught in school. We didn't fit in real well with 
the Christians either, since both our sets of parents had gotten divorced and we had become 
pretty skeptical by this time. 


Anyway, I kept hanging around with Ray over the years because he was one of the few people I 
could talk about books with. It's hard to understand now what an important part of my life that 
was. I kept hoping he'd get over the drug thing but it just kept getting worse. After his 
Adjustments, he became all upbeat and optimistic about everything for a while. He even 
participated in our Twelve Step classes. But then he'd get another habit started and his old 
personality would come back. 


I was recommended for Adjustment by a Guidance Counselor. She told me I'd probably never 
make it into College without it. My Working in Teams teacher had sent me to see her after I had 
explained my theory of sports in a class presentation. (It had occurred to me that the enormous, 
and hitherto inexplicable, popularity of sports was partly due to the fact that even the 
administrators and coaches wouldn't try to pretend that a loss was a win, and that this fed some 
starving hunger for honesty among the general population.) 
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I had to admit that the Counselor had a point. And I did want to get into College, more or less. 
The so-called Workforce, then as now, was mostly unemployed, and so-called Education had at 
least kept me out of the hands of the so-called Corrections industry. So I got Adjusted. And 
decided then and there to become an Adjuster myself. 


Now, I had never cared much for active Virching. Too expensive and too much trouble. I knew 
there were some useful and interesting applications out there, but about all I'd ever seen was a 
whole lot of wargames, which had always seemed even more stupid than sports. Still, the idea of 
swimming around inside of somebody's virtual brain was interesting. Maybe because it really was 
somebody's particular brain. Or maybe it was the idea of actually making changes--changes that 
would matter in Real Life. Anyway, ever since that first Adjustment, I became obsessed. Now I 
really wanted to go to College. Now I had a mission in life. 


2 
I financed my advanced education by joining the so-called Service. After the degradations of 
Basic Training are out of the way, it's surprisingly not so bad. At least for the officers. And I 
don't think that's just my Adjustments talking either. It's true that there's always some clueless 
higher-up making you waste most of your time performing futile tasks. But at least in the 
military, they don't expect you to pretend to like it. Unless you're trying to get promoted, of 
course. 


Anyway, for three years, along with the required Officer Training and Business courses, I studied 
Psychology, Biology, and Imaging. There was a course on brains where we got to look at some 
virtual brains from the inside. But the Guild won't let you work with the real machinery until 
graduate school. I never had the nerve to bribe a grad student and try it out on the black market. 
I hated myself for it: I've always been kind of a coward. 


I was a pretty good student, especially in classes with a lot of reading. There was a rough patch in 
my first year when I figured I'd probably kill myself soon. Some hormonal thing apparently-- 
anyway, I was obsessed with my lack of a sex life. I got another Adjustment and was able to get 
back to work. I was still scared of girls, but now I could stand it a little better. Junior year I 
finally got a girlfriend and a whole new set of emotional problems. We broke up Senior year; 
another Adjustment. Somehow I made it through. I graduated on my nineteenth birthday: May 
12, 2015. 


3 
If brainmapping wasn't exactly "all I'd dreamed it would be", still it wasn't disappointing. No 
matter what they try to tell you--even in grad school--Psychology is still something of a mystic 
art. No Mendelejeff has emerged with a universally accepted Periodic Table of the Emotions, 
and so we're still about as close to Alchemy as Chemistry. Sure, a great deal is known about 
brains and behavior. There's even considerable consensus about some of the basic structures of 
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cognition. We've certainly left the ghetto of the so-called social sciences, but there's a lot of 
feuding schools of thought on the central questions (what is the "self", for example) and it seems 
reasonable to believe none of them is right. 


You put on the helmet and climb into the virching apparatus. The next thing you know, you're 
inside the subject's brain, surrounded by colored lights. Regions of high neuronal activity are 
brightly lit; the different colors indicate concentrations of neurotransmitters. There's a kind of 
background grid over it all so you can tell where you are as you swim around, but this can be 
turned off for detailed work. You can cause the brain to shrink to about the size of a small house 
or grow to the size of a large indoor stadium. (Some users claim to perceive this as growing or 
shrinking themselves while the brain stays lifesized. This strikes me as bizarre.) 


All the time, of course, you're carrying on a dialogue with the subject. Ideally, you'll be able to 
observe the subject in various moods, performing a wide range of mental activities (the subject's 
head is of course immobilized by the scanning apparatus). The process is very expensive, 
however, so shortcuts are the general rule, at least with enlisted men. I've worked with a few 
junior officers and been allowed to take a little more time. 


You start with the brain fairly small and take a quick survey. Of course, there's usually nothing 
very interesting going on at this level; most people aren't brain-damaged. So you blow up the 
brain and take yourself into the areas associated with your subject's particular problem. 


If you're really good, you can make significant changes in the subject's personality just by looking, 
listening, and talking. This shouldn't be all that surprising by itself, since healers used various 
versions of the "talking cure" even before the great therapy boom of the last century. The 
brainmapping process serves as a kind of guided biofeedback; subjects can very quickly learn to 
exploit mental resources they never knew they had. 


That's if you're really good. Most of us resort to surgery on nearly every subject. 


4 
I got the official word today. I'm to be court-martialed, along with dozens of other Adjusters. 
Some crats in the Bureau of Selfesteem have decided we're guilty of malpractice, or of violating 
our subjects' rights, or some damn thing. There'll be a show trial and (barring a miracle) we'll be 
turned over to the civilian courts for criminal trials. 


There really can't be any defense. What can we say--"I was only following orders"? It's certain 
that most of us can't be shown to have violated the accepted standards of our profession. But 


that's exactly the whole point. Adjustment itself is on trial, and the game is fixed from the start. 


In several instances throughout my career, I've taken subjects who were, let's say, miserable and 


The Slush Pile Strikes Back! 79 


not-so-bright, and worked with them until they were instead downright stupid but merely 
unhappy. You can't get something for nothing; every one of them thought it was a reasonable 
trade-off at the time. But the fact that they wanted me to do it counts for nothing; I'll be found 
guilty for sure. 


Now, brain surgery is essentially destructive: several tightly-focused beams of radiation from all 
around the subject's head converge on the chosen cluster of cells and kill them. Neuroprosthesis-- 
actually repairing the brain--is still a dream. (Of course, it is sometimes possible to get more of 
some desirable thing since the cells chosen for destruction might have an inhibitory function.) 


And it seems to me that my case can be considered as somewhat similar to a brain surgery. The 
bureaucracy is doing a kind of brain surgery on the profession of psychiatry. Me and my 
colleagues have been chosen for destruction for the "good" of the greater organism. 


5 
So here's what I think we ought to do. The government won't have its case ready for at least a few 
months. We have a certain amount of freedom of movement until then. We are, after all, 
Officers and Gentlemen. As many of us as agree to the plan get together and draw lots. We 
somehow get access to our old Operating Theaters. We take turns, one by one, in the scanning 
apparatus and become happy idiots so we can better endure being locked up. It'll serve the 
bastards right: "37 Vegetables Convicted Of Malpractice". 


Those who have taken their turn in the scanner will, of course, no longer be able to work the 
virching apparatus. So whoever draws the short straw won't be able to get the surgery and will 
have to decide whether to commit suicide or to face prison with a whole mind. Maybe I can 
figure out some way to cheat. It's not a decision I want to make. 


END 


Longtime zinester Owen Thomas was an early recruit to the ULA and stayed to the end. He 
contributed to LiteraryRevolution.Com. Hailing from Columbus, Ohio USA during his ULA days, 
he continues to reside there and continues to have an interest in the small press, particularly comics, 
with most of his writing appearing online in recent years. His blog is at 
https://vlorblog.wordpress.com, and he can be reached at vlorbik@gmail.com. 
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Editor's Rant 
(from Slush Pile #3, 2004) 
by Steve Kostecke 


What we've got here is communal zeen number three from the sole lit group ballsy enough--yet 
compassionate--to momentarily spare your pathetic asses from the "literary fiction" you're so 
gagging on. You really do need to take that corporate beer-bong out of your mouths; and the rest 
of you standing round, stop chanting chug. There's nothing fun or funny about the poofy big-hair 
phase that American Lit & Letters has sunk into. It's corporate lit from here on out, with an 
imprint or few playing the classics--unless the far-too testicular/way-too-bionic Underground Lit 
Alliance does something about that. The ULA is tapped into the raw and real zeitgeist of the 
times (not for sale at your local strip-mall chain bookshop), and sure, we're also a gang of 
aesthete hooligans into action and fisticuffing pampered lit figures who receive tax-free grants 
when their bank accounts are bursting to the max--lit figures who shall remain pampered and, far 
worse, systemically praised for as long as the isle-like, elitist, profit-margin frenzied, corporate- 
cultural (thus clearly evil) realm they exist within continues to bean-count and navel-gaze. Books, 
like boxes of cereal, have become 1000 percent shelf products that must be consumed. To lube 
the skids, the professori--caballing with the fistful of congloms that control our "arts"--have 
synthesized a generic lit fic style that safely moves the produce. This genre (known as "literary 
fiction") (note the quotes) is an echo of an echo of something once worth something, but nobody 
can remember anymore. Still that doesn't stop the deluge of wannabe literati--who actually admit 
to needing to be taught how to write--from signing up for workshops and writing programs and 
perpetuating the horror. What we of the ULA have done--and will continue to do--is gather the 
voices that are too self-taught, too "risk"-filled, too anti-cookie-cutter, too ungenreized for the 
quote-unquote literary fiction bin. What we so daringly provide you is literary fiction without the 
quotation marks--plus twice the amount of fun. 
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"Excerpt from 'The Tortilla Hike'" 
(from Cathedral #2, 2003) 
by Wild Bill Blackolive 


I was going to wait for a pilot, with maybe Pancho along, to land in the strip next to the village, 
and as I did not have remaining money amounting to plane fare but had written my father and 
requested he send me an order for fifty I would talk the pilot into taking me out of there on 
credit. This was Pepe's idea. Planes frequently landed but in the few days after I had made the 
decision to leave only one landed and it was full up with Mexican tourists. Next the young 
Lacandoni pagan wanted to guide me out. He was so interested in making a little money guiding 
me out, into talking me into getting out that way, telling me I would have no chance at all of 
making it without a guide, we talked into the night and by the time he talked me into it he was 
willing to accept the small amount I was able to pay him. Later he shied out of it, didn't see me 
more. Next thing this other young fellow, one I should have known better than to trust, would 
take me out, discuss the price with me after we got to my hotel where my money waited. From 
that hotel I had written numerous old friends asking for bits of money--an old Mexican habit of 
mine which is never to avail--as stock that I secure a haven for all the clan and now thought I 
might have money orders in the hotel but I wasn't sure, but now my mind had taken it I was going 
to hike out guide or no guide or no money, I had been bored most of my life and too long. I 
would just keep a machete handy for possible jaguars. Shades of Danny MeConchie, the 
Lacandonies left machetes rusting in the dust. Nobody was after the Lacandonies nowadays of 
course. I should have known better than trusting this other young fellow by his manner he took 
around me but I had not paid him mind because I had little interest in one more young Christian 
type Indian who demonstrated nothing out of ordinary. He was a common friendly bigot. He 
was a man of industry and would study me for weaknesses, asked me why did I lie in the 
hammock all day, so I was tired why was I always tired, he was just another lost bastard. 
Surprisingly, the Lacandonies were aware of the racial situation and various troubles in the United 
States, and Olive the great talker had told them his love for the black woman Sophia. The evil 
young man snickered to me, is she very black? Very black and very beautiful I informed his 
worth. Now like I say, I was not pissed off at him at the time. I had concluded, leaving Berkeley, 
that people were people and mainly stupid, even Lacandoni Indians. Now maybe someday I will 
be my wondrous merciful nineteen-year-old poet of my first novel again and love people for their 
sake. On the other finger, maybe never, releases of sex and love may not do it. I am like they tell 
you a Mexican is, a man does me an ill turn and I take a lot of trouble putting it away, even if it is 
a woman instead of aman. Should I see this Lacandoni again I will be at no disadvantages and I 
will not touch him and will speak to him or not speak to him and though his fiber might be 
stronger than many his toes are going to shake. I'll just have a quiet look at him to see what is in 
him and his toes will shake some more. Actually, I rather bettered him, he had thought a gringo 
who spent his day in the hammock ought to break in the jungle if you ran him hard--everybody 
knows gringoes can't walk far. I did see the morning we started out, we with another old 
Lacandoni who had been friendly to me and a tall for the country and slender Mexican I had not 
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seen before, by his yelling and sudden lack of friendliness, he had a small man's need to bring 
down a bigger man. For a Lacandoni he was averaged height but was deep chested and better 
built than most men and he could move like hell in the jungle. I had the heaviest and most 
awkward load, my suitcase, jamming it after them, trying to carry the thing on my head, bending 
and weaving on the trail made by little people, over stumps, under logs, down and up and along 
and through, very much water and places only five feet high in the foliage. A few times I thought 
that I perhaps I had lost them and just as well and would try to pick the right path and if soon 
enough there he was not up trail yelling with a grudge all three of them would start yelling in 
order for me to get on the right one. Mid day we all took a rest and he asked me how much I 
would be willing to pay him by the time we got to my hotel days away in Palenque. Though we 
had agreed to discuss it in Palenque now he wanted me to tell him I would give him five hundred 
pesos. He was angry when I told him I would not have five hundred pesos to give him and he 
threatened to leave me in the jungle. I told him to go on and the Mexican said they were all good 
people and wouldn't leave me there. I had been a good sport and often keeping up even with my 
suitcase and the other two of trio were also getting tired and I guess the Mexican liked me at this 
point, thought I was in shape for fifteen rounds and no sense in everybody busting their ass. The 
suitcase had been too difficult and I took the pack from it and put my few clothes I had with me in 
the back pack--the Lacandoni women had washed my dirty clothes for me and as payment stolen 
a few--and my papers plus a large sack of tortillas Obregon's sister had made for me went into a 
straw shoulder bag I carried. The young evil one carried the empty suitcase for a period plus his 
shoulder sack and a twenty-two rifle he planned to sell in one of the towns, but the suitcase was 
too much for him and he gave it up whereupon the Mexican took it, tied it across his forehead, a 
bad piece to carry but though it was falling apart under the dripping jungle he foolishly hoped to 
sell it. The pace had slowed and I had an easier time but wearing only a type of loafer moccasins 
my Berkeley type wear (had found these hard-soled moccasins easier to climb California hills 
with than Penny's sneakers, bought a new pair before going into Mexico), I was taking these 
things on and off depending whether we were in water and slush or banging my white man's bare 
feet over roots, and my big size, nearly ten inches higher than five feet, was a hindrance dipping 
and dodging on the jungle paths, and I did not know how to walk in the sucking mud as they did, 
I noticed. It sprains your ankle to pull it out of the sucking mud. It must be hell fighting those 
little Viet Cong over there, I thought, for the first time feeling a true sympathy for my poor 
countrymen, we big clumsy gringoes. Even in the northern mountains size matters, there are 
cracks and corners and I felt I had a pretty good size for that environment, that a hundred forty to 
two hundred pounds is a decent sized man in non tropical mountains and a bigger man better stay 
more on the plains. The jungle stuff was hard on Bill Olive. I can get better at it but if I ever 
have to go after a little jungle bastard like this one, especially with guns, it will be hard. We 
made the next Lacandoni village early that evening, the old Lacandoni was very tired and the 
Mexican was pretty tired but the one I choose as enemy was showing no fatigue by his double 
time. I was quite tired but the main problem was aching ankles from the sucking mud, and next 
to that was my undernourished white man's body. Those people can travel on corn much better 
than I can. I better get my high protein. Soy flour or peanuts will do it but I better get it. Still 
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intending to break me--at some point the Mexican too turned hoping to see me show weakness 
and I saw the old Lacandoni was vicious and had been afraid of me from the first--they let me 
sleep through the supper they had in the meeting house of this village--the agreement had been to 
share food with me and I would pay back for it and I remember something about eggs as I dozed 
on the planks I had taken in the place lent to us for the night. Early that morning we moved out, 
my ankles were swollen and the young Lacandoni, who had perhaps started to like me, was 
worked up and yelling anew seeing me limp. Now this shit went on into the middle of the day 
and we had stopped to rest at a fair-sized ranchero, smiling Bill Olive coming an hour or more 
behind them after a river drink and shit. I was consuming much water, once rather than beat my 
way down to the river had drank muddy water out of a horse hoof print, too there was mud to bog 
down a white man, some of it would reach to your knees. The evil one had been screaming more 
and more. Fuck you I had yelled retying the broken cheap United States thongs on my 
moccasins, and other times I would have to bend painfully to reach and retrieve my footwear from 
the suck of the mud, and he was very upset as I lagged more and more, telling me, as I 
complained of being hungry, and thirsty, and of sprained ankles, that it would get much worse up 
ahead, that this was nothing compared to how bad it was going to get with more mountains and 
less water, days without all that water, and he carried on about the money I was owing him. I told 
him he was no Christian, he was just like the gringo Christians. That seemed a little deep for 
him. Except it wasn't. What is your problem with me, I asked. Oh, nothing, he said, and he was 
fast of face. Worried, tired, I said to him, I have been in much worse situations than this, this is 
nothing, go on without me. He talked about the many confusing trails, I would be very skinny in 
four days. So interesting to see he was such a racist. Even that racism is as old as two men 
having a fight. It is as old as the first grim foot race and the first fight over a woman. The only 
reason the Huns could have fought and then freely intermingled with the white Germanic tribes is 
they felt the Germanic people worthy of Hun blood. 


These whites who have raped and yet fret race have been so brought down by the civilization they 
claimed and reconstructed that they are no longer sure of their blood. There is no sadder music 
than white hillbilly because this is the tone of white people who have been poor from Europe on 
and know it is too late for them to reap the material benefits gained by their race. But who is 
going to do better? Next thing happens, who puts Christ in an automobile? Man is man and 
mainly scared. I am a little scared but never try to get me to say I have no vision. 


I chose to go alone from the ranchero. Hungry I have been but perhaps not so hungry as limping 
five days on a sack of tortillas. There are very many people in the area who have killed out the 
animals, only nonflying animal I saw was a harmless class of snake with his head lopped off, and 
the people were all but the rare good looking individual afraid of me and when I met the men in 
bunches they cheered my plight soon as I walked away, at one village I sold some shirts for a meal 
that was supposed to be as much as I could eat and the man was frightened and angry to see me 
wolf down six eggs and those eggs made a hell of a difference in my body. In the villages I slept 
with my poncho in schoolhouses or like communal centers if there were no schoolhouses and just 
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before getting to the town which had enough road for a pickup service to take me to the next town 
which had a train I sold my new poncho to some kind of very hungry man of God very cheaply 
who told me I could get the truck from his town. The main trouble with the tortilla hike was the 
boredom, stumbling along so slowly on bad knees and ankles, my left ankle very bad, have this 
habit I discovered, leading with my left foot, tried to quit stepping over things with my left foot, 
which also spraining my right knee, once sink to my bad knee in the mud and in sudden pain and 
fury slug the mud, know I cannot be wasting energy like that, and try, again but slowly, to get free 
of the mud with no more pain, and go on, step with care, so bored, thinking about food until I am 
so hungry I try not to. At least there is water, thought I, understanding plainly I am willing to 
fight nobody's revolution, there was plenty of streams in the rainy season. I would sit down for a 
drink and tortilla and get up with more strength, and it rained. When I get lean enough and can 
move right along on a horse trail picking up into a dirt road with strips in it dry of mud, lean and 
have enough shot to override the pain in my legs, this delicate ego refuels. But it is a terrible 
thing to be hungry. All of it dims the mind, you don't grow spiritually. 


I can give you more book because it always goes on. I could write about peyote with Tommy Ray 
from Virginia who had spent eight months with the Marine Corps in Viet Nam and one year in 
the hospital, knew blood and could not raise his left arm higher than his shoulder, was hot in Vera 
Cruz where we met and in Mexico City where we took peyote feared me for an agent and thought 
to kill me if I were. He had been very close to dying and had his friends killed and was only 
twenty-one and a little funny in the head at times. He wants to live and has the humor. 


But I limped out of a jungle and don't like to write long books. 


Wild Bill Blackolive read at the Amato Opera House reading and the Hamtramck, Michigan USA 
reading the following year. Two of his novels were published in the ULA Press line, The 
Emeryville War and a republication of his 1978 book, Tales From The Texas Gang. During the 
ULA years, he collaborated on a longrunning zine with fellow ULAer Lisa B. Falour and lived in 
Aransas Pass, Texas USA. Currently residing in Ivanhoe, Texas USA, he has devoted most of his 
literary energy since to the 9/11 Truth movement. His official Website is TexasGang.Com, and he 
can be reached at billblackolive@gmail.com. 
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"Treehouse" 
(from Safety Pin Girl #21, 2003) 
by Jessica Disobedience 


Earlier that day, she had left marks on my back while we were fucking. Her fingernails were 
short, but surprisingly sharp. Now, she was scratching at her wrist with a safety pin. Each cut 
drew out a perfect droplet of shiny, brick-colored blood. They fell—splat—on her latest project: a 
pen and ink rendering of a blackbird. 

You’d think I woulda gasped at the sight of that, right? And that I’m a heartless bastard for not 
freaking out? Yeah. Well. I woulda freaked out, except I'd seen her marking her body so many 
times before. 

“You have to stop this shit, Lisa.” That’s what I told her. 

She wasn’t looking at me. She was gazing intently at the drawing on her lap. 

“I can’t do this anymore, Sam.” Thats what Lisa told me. 

“You can’t do what anymore?” I asked. 

“This.” 

“This? This what?!” 


“Here. Me. Us.” 


“Lisa. Stop being so god damned cryptic. Tell me what you mean. I hate this guessing-game 
shit.” 


I grabbed the half-empty bottle of vodka that was leaving a watermark on the wooden table, and 
took a long swig. I sputtered. It was cheap, sour vodka. May as well have been drinking 
Listerine. 


“I can’t stay in this god-damned town anymore, Sam. I can’t stay here in this fucking place where 
the only thing that changes are the stoplights turning from green to yellow to red and back again. 
I can’t stay here with the shopping mall teenagers and the shitty diners and the dead-end fucking 
nothing. I think Pll go to San Francisco.” 


“Why would ya wanna do that? That’s just stupid. San Francisco is across the country. San 
Francisco is expensive and overrated. Besides. You’ve got family here ...” 
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She rolled her eyes. I admit. That was a dumb thing to bring up. She hates her family. Being 
across the country from them appeals to her. 


“And you’ve got me here.” 


“San Francisco has got to be better than staying here with you. I can’t be half of ‘us’ anymore. 
Because you obviously don’t care about me.” 


When she said that, it was like someone kicking me repeatedly in my gut until I started coughing 
up blood. Then, Lisa grabbed the bottle of vodka from me, pouring the clear liquid down her 
throat. She didn’t cough. 


“Lisa, you know that’s not true.” 


“I thought I did know that. But you managed to prove me wrong. I still love you, Sam, but I 
don’t like you anymore. And you are driving me out of my mind.” 


She scratched at her wrist extra-hard as she said this, as if for emphasis. I wanted to point out to 
her that she had always been out of her mind, at least ever since Pd known her, but I didn’t think 
that would be the best moment to do it. 


She switched off the lamp with the leopard spot shade, her favorite-she had made the shade 
herself. The room was plunged into almost-darkness, with patches of bald moonlight here and 
there. They illuminated the thick layer of dust that covered everything in our small apartment. 


“I apologized, babe. What else can I do?” 
“You can let me go.” 


She got up and sat next to the window, looking out toward the empty nighttime street. She pulled 
a pack of cigarettes out of the back pocket of her torn jeans—Lucky Strikes, filterless (cos of her 
death wish, she always said, laughing)—and pulled one out. She lit it. I watched the blurry 
reflection of her face in the window. I watched the tip of her cigarette glow orange and red. We 
sat like that for hours. 


KKK 


Lisa was a trick, an impossibility. Sometimes it seemed like she could disappear one moment 
and reappear a moment later, without anyone knowing where she had gone. She was almost like 
a blackbird herself, in some ways. She was tiny, with blue-black hair. Well, the hair color wasn’t 
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natural, but it suited her much better than her natural color—a drab, mousy brown. She also had a 
beautiful singing voice. It was one of the things that charmed me about her the first time I saw 
her. She was standing on the steps in front of the courthouse, belting out Ramones songs at the 
top of her lungs. She was positively beaming that day. She had just talked her way out of a 
speeding ticket. 


Lisa was tiny, with blue-black hair and a killer voice. I asked her if she’d sing in my band, and 
she said Sure, why not without even knowing my name. She looked better in paint-splattered 
jeans with the ass falling out of 'em than most people would look in khaki slacks. She always 
wore blue polka-dot boxer shorts that peeked over the top of her torn jeans. Her backpack was 
covered in patches. Most of them were ones she had made herself. There were patches that said 
things like “Books Not Bombs” and “Punk Rock Is Not Just for Your Boyfriend.” There were 
also band patches, like Bikini Kill and Naked Raygun, and of course her favorite band of all 
time—The Ramones. 


“You ain’t a real punk if you don’t like the Ramones,” she once said to me. There was no arguing 
with Lisa on that subject. She had a million arguments to back her up—they had the leather 
jackets, the three chords and loud guitars, the attitude, and the songs that pissed people off. 

Lisa was adorable and I wanted to put her in my pocket, and then I felt gross for thinking that. 
Like, was that a really creepy, misogynistic thing to think about? Not that it really mattered. 

Lisa could’ve kicked my ass anytime she wanted to. 


Lisa was also impulsive and reckless and, quite possibly, fucking insane. She swore like a sailor. 
She smoked too much, even at the age of sixteen, and I could never figure out where she got the 
cigarettes, cos she looked like she was thirteen. She hated her parents; she was always screaming 
at them about how they didn’t understand anything about anything. They never really did much 
about it, either. I think they had already given up on her. They’d just stare at her dumbly as she 
screamed at them, her face flushing red with anger, then they’d pop open another can of MGD or 
some other hella cheap beer and plop their asses down in front of the flickering television. 


Lisa was impulsive. Lisa was reckless. She cut herself with razors, knives, safetypins. She burnt 
herself with hot candlewax and the tips of cigarettes. She always drove with no seatbelt on, even 
going ninety miles an hour down the freeway. These things made me squirm, but I never told her 
not to do them. If I had, she would have raged at me. I would have been the one who didn’t 
understand anything about anything. 


Then again, her impulsiveness was part of what drew me to her. Part of what charmed the pants 
off me—which happened quickly; we fucked on our second date. She liked having sex in semi- 
public places where we could easily be caught, and who was I to complain or say no? She was a 
gorgeous little punk chick who was horny all the time. And she wanted me. 
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There was this one time, Lisa dragged me to the shopping mall. They had just put in a fortune- 
telling machine. You know, the kind with the creepy mechanical mannequin inside. This one 
was a woman they called “Nadia.” Lisa stuck two quarters in the coin slot and Nadia sprang to 
life. Her neck made clicking noises as it turned back and forth, and her plastic eyeballs 
frightened me when they rolled back into her head. “Now is the time to start that new project you 
have been contemplating,” she told Lisa, in a poor, robotic imitation of a Russian accent. 


Lisa asked me to move in with her. After all, we were eighteen now and if we couldn’t get out of 
this god-damned town, at least we could get out of our parents’ clutches. She had found this great 
storefront downtown, with a tiny apartment above it. 


“The storefront could be a performance space,” she said. “We could have art showings and punk 
rock shows and poetry readings. And we could live above it. I'll set everything up—Ill decorate 
it. TII get the licensing. Ill start booking bands. It'll be my new project.” 


It was our project. I was working full-time at a lame record shop, mostly filled with used vinyl 
copies of albums no one in their right mind would ever buy, and mainstream trendy compact 
discs. Lisa worked part-time at the public library, and spent the rest of her time working on the 
space. Nearly every cent of money we earned went into paying the rent and fixing it up. And 
Lisa worked wonders on it. She transformed it from a dingy, dirty, dim room to a venue that 
anyone would be proud to play. It looked like her—beautiful, and a little crazy. 


Not to mention, living with her was great. We could drink every night, fuck whenever we 
wanted, and listen to our music so loud the windows rattled. I swear to God, I thought I was 
probably in heaven. I could’ve lived like that forever—me and Lisa, putting on shows, drinking too 
much, staying up late every night. 


KKK 


So. You're probably wondering what the hell I did to fuck it all up. If it was all like a paradise, 
and Lisa and I were happy-in-love, what did this bastard do to ruin it? Why was Lisa now sitting 
in a dark room, with a wounded wrist, chainsmoking in front of a window? Keep in mind, she 
had always chainsmoked, always wounded herself. But yeah, her sitting in a dark room staring 
out a window for hours, not looking at me—that was totally my fault. 


That record store I worked at. This girl started coming in there. The first time she walked in 
there, she was wearing an orange and white cheerleading uniform. She was a cheerleader for the 
Cougars, the football team at the high school I had just graduated from. She made that horrible 
orange (the color of '70s shag carpet) and white combination look good. She had bouncy blonde 
ringlets to her shoulders, and, yeah, a nice body. I stared at her a little. I admit. Whatever, 
though-she was just a dumb cheerleader. She had just been yelling: “Ra! Go! Kill!,” cheering on 
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some football team fulla the kind of kids who beat me up all through my teenage years. And then 
she smiled at me. 


She ended up buying this Billy Idol record. It was the 12” single of “Rebel Yell.” 

“I used to love that song when I was a little kid,” she giggled. “I thought Billy Idol was so cute.” 
“You ever heard Generation X?” I asked her. 

“No.” 


“They were this great punk band Billy Idol was in before he got popular. He was only, like, 
fifteen when they started the band. You know the song ‘Dancing With Myself?” 


“Of course!” 

“The original version was by Generation X.” 

“Wow! Really?! Do you have any of their albums here?” 

“Naw.” I leaned over the counter and whispered to her—“The selection here kinda sucks.” 
She giggled again, and kinda twirled her finger in her hair. 


I was about to say I’d order an album for her and she could come in and buy it, but instead I said: 
“TIl make you a tape.” 


“Cool,” she said. “My name’s Kaylee, by the way.” 

“Tm Sam.” 

“Well, Sam, Pll come back in a couple days. See you.” 

“Yeah. See ya.” 

She twirled around and bounced out the door. 

I bet you can guess what happened. Of course I made her the tape. I put three Generation X 
songs on it, and then a lot of other stuff I wanted her to like. I mostly stuck with more pop-punk, 


or new-wavy punk; I didn’t want to freak her out too bad. No Sex Pistols, no Germs, nothin’ like 
that. I put on bands like The Muffs, and Screeching Weasel. Lots of Lookout! Records bands. 
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Kaylee liked the tape (or at least said she did), and she started coming into the store every day 
after cheerleading practice. She’d always giggle and twirl and bounce. We started going out for 
coffee. Before long, we were sneaking over to her parents’ house before they got home from 
work, to fuck in her immaculately clean bedroom on top of her flowery pink bedspread. Pd tell 
Lisa that I had to work late, that my boss needed me to do inventory or something like that, but 
actually I'd be fucking Kaylee. And why did I do it? I was in love with crazy Lisa, so why did I 
do it? Because she was there. Because she smiled at me. Because I never thought I would ever 
in my life have a sweet, wholesome, all-American girl who liked me. I was a stupid boy. 


Things with Kaylee kinda fizzled out. There were no hard feelings between us. She just got a 
football-player boyfriend and I realized we had nothing in common except the sex, so we just 
stopped seeing each other. It ended and I thought Great, no need to ever tell Lisa. But Lisa 
figured it out on her own. I don’t know how, really. She was smart. Maybe she was even a little 
psychic. 


I mean, she figured out I was cheating on her, but she didn’t know who it was with. 


“Who was it? Who was the whore?” she screamed at me the day she figured it out, tears 
streaming down her face. I was crying, too. 


“You don’t want to know.” 
“Who the fuck was it?” 
I told her who it was and all hell broke loose. 


“A cheerleader? You fucked a cheerleader? How the fuck could you do that without puking? 
Those stupid people and their stupid bullshit and their fake tans and phony smiles and $50 
shopping mall clothes are everything we’re against.” 


True enough. 


KKK 


It had been a week since the day of our big fight. Lisa had spent that week drinking a lot and 
saying she was going to kill herself, with me having to talk her down from it. We had a lot of sex 
that week, too—although half the time, in the middle of making out, Lisa would stop and say: 
“Are you sure wanna do this? Or would you rather go fuck some airbrushed-looking cheerleader 
slut?” She’d stare at me intently, waiting for an answer. When I didn’t say anything, she’d stick 
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But now she was cutting her wrist, and drinking again, and threatening to move to California. I 
didn’t blame her, really. I had slept with the enemy. It wasn’t just like I had rejected Lisa; it was 
like I had rejected our whole lives and everything we’d ever believed in. 


We sat in the darkened room for hours, just silent, and then Lisa turned to me: 


“You remember, Sam, that time we drove way out in the country? And there was that big old 
house there, that had the huge garden and the giant treehouse in the backyard? I always thought 
maybe we’d live there someday, or someplace like that. We could grow all our own vegetables, 
and have lots of pets. Bands could play in our house, and all our friends could crash there 
whenever they wanted to. You and I would just live in the treehouse—we’d be like the fuckin’ 
Lost Boys or something. When the weather was nice, we could sit out on the treehouse’s deck 
and watch the stars appear in the indigo sky. That’s what I wanted, a quiet place, a treehouse, 
space for our friends. But I don’t know if we'll ever have anything like that, now.” 


I looked at her for a moment, and then I said: 
“Lisa. I think it’s time for us to start a new project.” 


Longtime zinester Jessie Lynn McMains (known during her ULA years as Jessica Disobedience, 
Jessica Wilber, and Edna Million, among other nom de plumes) joined the ULA in 2003. She 
contributed to Slush Pile and Underground Literary Adventures and performed at several ULA 
readings including the F Independent Literary Festival in Cleveland, Ohio USA. During her ULA 
years, she resided in Chicago, Illinois USA and Milwaukee, Wisconsin, USA. Today, she hails 
from Racine, Wisconsin USA and continues to write and perform. Her website is 
http://www.recklesschants.net, and she can be reached at coeur.de. fantome@gmail.com. 
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"100 Words" 
(from Slush Pile #3, 2004) 
by Emerson Dameron 


Two yankees with voices like rusty electric razors manned the flea market's table across from 
ours. "Everything on this table's a dollah," the older one said maybe 200 times. "Just tryin’ to 
help the economy." The younger, quieter man sported an Old Glory bandana. He occasionally 
lost his cool and threw one of the team's items at the ground. They were selling worthless, filthy 
bric-a-brac bullshit of the sort that gives flea markets a bad rep. Broken lamps, knick knacks, 
GARBAGE. Looked like they looted a dumpster. Eventually, they started asking 50 cents. I left 
our unsold merchandise at their table. 


Longtime zinester Emerson Dameron joined the ULA in 2002 and wrote several Monday Reports 
for the LiteraryRevolution.Com website, contributed to Slush Pile and Underground Literary 
Adventures, and performed at the Cullen Carter benefit reading in Chicago, Illinois USA. During 
his ULA years, Dameron lived in Chicago and Athens, Georgia USA. Since then, he has continued 
to write. Currently residing in Los Angeles, California USA, he also performs storytelling and 
comedy. Contact him at edameron@gmail.com. 
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"DREAM" 
(from Underground Literary Adventures, 2004) 
by Tom Hendricks 


Tuesday evening, Dallas, Texas, 1949. Setting: Parks Liquor Store. It was near closing and 37- 
year-old store owner Mort Parks was sitting behind the counter and watching the clock over the 
ice cooler tick. It was 8:45, about an hour before closing. He was alone and bored. The last 
customer left 45 minutes ago. He checked some prices and then left without buying anything. 
Mort had had maybe 10 sales all day and that was about average lately. 


He had inherited the store from his parents in '46. Now 3 years later he had just about run it into 
the ground. He had alienated his parent's largest customers, most of the small occasional 
customers, and a lot of the inbetween customers. Not only that but his rent was 2 months 
overdue, a beer supplier had cut him off, and his last employee, redheaded Tourney, had stormed 
in, had a tirade, and quit when his paycheck bounced--and customers liked Tourney. 


His parents had a hard and fast rule all the years that they ran the store to never ever close the 
store before 10 PM. Mort watched the clock tick 8:46, tick 8:47, then gazed into the blue black 
night out the open front door, then said with decision, "This is a waste of my time." 

He locked up, flipped the open sign to closed, counted the money, and went home. 

The next day Mort was walking the 2 blocks to the store and thinking about a dream he had had. 
It was clear as a bell ringing. An old man said through a closed door, "You go to Fort Worth and 
get a lot of money." Sure was a vivid dream, thought Mort. Not like the normal dreams a person 


has. This dream had authority! 


When he reached the shop, the door was padlocked with a sign on the inside of the window. 
"Mort, You won't get in til you pay me my rent." Signed, Richardson Co. 


"That bastard. How am I supposed to pay him if I can't open my store?" 
Mort needed a beer but then it dawned on him that it was inside too. "Well that does it." 


He went back home, put a hefty sack lunch into a paper bag, and following the directions in his 
dream, got on a bus heading west. 


xK OK x 


When he got off the bus in downtown Fort Worth he looked left and right and then thought, "Now 
what?" The dream didn't exactly explain this part. So he just started walking up and down the 
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canyon of skyscrapers on Main St. Eight hours later (a shift at his store) and footsore, he found a 
deserted bench in a park and went to sleep. After an uncomfortable night of fitful sleep on the 
wood slats, he got up, scratched his chin--now with one day's growth of beard, and began walking 
the streets again. 


Second day, nothing. So back to the bench. 


But that night was not so quiet as the last. Robbers broke into the "Adam Hats and More" store, a 
downtown Western clothes shop, and escaped with $350 and two Stetson hats. A paperboy saw 
them and reported the crime. The police came, did their report, and began to investigate the area. 
The first suspicious person they found was a transient sleeping on a park bench--Mort. 


He was hauled into jail for questioning on the robbery and for being a transient. The detectives 
soon figured out that Mort had nothing to do with the robbery but he was still a transient and 
there was still some question as to why he was roaming the streets. And besides that, he was 
beginning to smell bad. 


He was dumped before tough Judge Hadley. 


xK kK OK 


After reviewing the notes of the case, the Judge addressed Mort and said, "You think I want 
bums in my town, Son? You think I want shiftless men to fall off the bus and wander downtown 
Fort Worth just lurking around our women and children? You think Godfearing men (that have 
jobs I might remind you) work hard to pay taxes to build park benches just for you to snore on 
and God knows what else? Well I'll tell you--No to all the above! You listen to me fellow. I 
don't like you or your kind. And I want to make sure goons like you get out of here and never 
come back. Am I understood?" 


Mort: Yes, sir. (As Mort scratched the back of one leg with the other) 

Judge: What were you thinking? What was going on in your mind when you were roaming 
downtown for 2 days? (Judge Hadley whirled his hands in circles around his ears to show the 
workings of the mind under question and illustrate his point.) If you were looking for trouble-- 


you've found it in my courtroom ... Now explain yourself. 


Mort: Well, Judge, I'd had some hard times in Dallas with my business. And I had this dream 
that, clear as a bell ringing, said 'go to Fort Worth.’ 


Judge: A dream? What happened in this dream? 
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Mort: Well, I'm standing in front of this big closed door and an old man on the other side says, 
"Go to Fort Worth and get the money." So I open the door and there I see all these white bags of 
money. And each has little golden wings and they're flying all around the room. And each has a 
big dollar sign on it in green ink. And they're just flying around and around ... 


Spectator in the courtroom: Ha ha! 


Judge: (bringing down his gavel) Bailiff remove that man. There will be no outbursts in my 
courtroom. And if any others think this is a laughing matter, I'll find you a room in the 
courthouse upstairs. And you can laugh to your heart's content ... (Back to Mort) That's it? 
That's your dream? 


Mort: Yes, sir. But it was real vivid. 


Judge: (first taking a deep breath and giving a long sigh) Listen to me and listen good. People 
have dreams all the time and they don't mean anything. I'll give you a for instance. I myself have 
had a dream--very vivid as you say, and it didn't just happen once. I had this dream 3 nights in a 
row this week. And each time it was the exact same dream. I open an envelope and inside is a 
color postcard from Dallas. I turn it over and it changes into a folded map like you get at the 
Texaco. I unfold it and there's a treasure map, "clear as a bell" like you say. And under the map 
showing the streets are these directions written in fancy long hand: 1. Go to where La Salle meets 
Hawthorne. 2. Go to the garage apartment by the alley. 3. Dig under the stairs to the apartment. 
2 feet down you'll strike a sheet of plywood. Take it out and under it is 2 suitcases of 20, 50, and 
100 dollar bills--the "Treasure." And at the end of the word "treasure" is a star like a footnote 
sign. So I look down to where the footnote is, and it says, "All untraceable bills." I start laughing 
and then wake up. Now listen to me. I had MY dream 3 times. You had yours only once. My 
dream isn't goofy with flying bags of money. It's down to earth and real and makes sense. If 
anyone was to act on a dream, it'd more likely be me. But do you think I'm going to give up my 
judgeship, get a shovel, and go digging in somebody's garden in a Dallas suburb, like some NUT? 


Mort: No, your honor. 


Judge: No, indeed! Now listen to me. I ought to put a nut like you in jail and throw away the 
key. But it'd cost more for the city to pay for your board than to put you back on that bus to 
Dallas. But let me make this clear. I don't want to see your face in my town again. And so help 
me if I do ... Bailiff give this man $10. And you (addressing Mort), go across the street and go 
into that Greyhound station, and don't you dare leave except to get on that 4:40 to Dallas. You 
understand me, Son? 


Mort: Yes, sir. 
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Judge: (bringing down his gavel) Case dismissed. 


xK OK OK 


Mort, with a smile on his face, followed the judge's advice to the letter. He went to the station, 
waited for the bus patiently (was the first to board), took the bus back to Dallas, went to his home 
at La Salle and Hawthorne, took a shovel to the stairs leading to the garage apartment, dug down 
till he hit plywood, removed it and took out 2 suitcases full of unmarked 20, 50, and 100 dollar 
bills. 


Kissing his first hundred, he said, "Thanks, Judge! Woo Hoo!" 


xK kK x 


(from a story from 1001 Nights Tales) 


Renaissance man Tom Hendricks was an early recruit to the ULA. He served as Cultural Affairs 
Director, wrote several Monday Reports for LiteraryRevolution.Com, and contributed to The ULA 
Critique and Underground Literary Adventures. Hailing from Dallas, Texas USA during his ULA 
days, he continues to reside there and continues to make art, compose music, and write, as well as 
being active online and still publishing his zine Musea, which started in 1992 and is now up to issue 
#206! His websites are https://www.tomhendricks.us, https://www.musea.us, and 
https://www.hunkasaurus.com, and he can be reached at tom-hendricks@att.net. 
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Postman" 
(from Slush Pile #3, 2004) 
by Will Ratblood 


One morning in a post office, one I had never been in before, I noticed one of those Where-The 
Hell-Is-Any-One bells. I thought, what a bad place to have a device operated by customers, and 
probably plenty of kids, to get on the nerves of clerks. There was nobody around, but I could 
hear noise in the back. There was no way I was going to use the bell, not in a post office. The 
postman caught a glimpse of me and came around to the desk. I was just getting a book of 
stamps. He slammed a book of stamps down on the counter, took my money and thrust my 
change back at me. 


Boy, was Mr. Postman stressed. I quietly slipped out of the post office. 


Maybe my approach was wrong. Maybe I should have banged on the bell yelling, "Yo, anybody 
working today? Let's fuckin go, I need some stamps here!!" Then, when the postman came out, 
"Whaddaya doin--jerkin off back there?!" I did not however, use this approach. Perhaps you 
can, and then report to me about how it went. 


Will Ratblood was an early recruit to the ULA in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania USA. Serving as 
Ombudsman, Ratblood often engaged in the common flame wars the ULA protest campaigns 
fueled on various literary discussion boards, puncturing with his absurdist humor the pompous 
statements of literati who took themselves too seriously. He contributed to Slush Pile, 
LiteraryRevolution.Com, and Underground Literary Adventures before moving on in 2004 to New 
York City, New York USA where he has worked in publishing, written a novella, and performed 
standup comedy. He probably has climbed Mount Everest while blogging with one hand as well; 
the dude is impressive. 
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"Life In The Hotel In The Spring Of 2004" 
(from Underground Literary Adventures, 2004) 
by Crazy Carl Robinson 


while i'm on the subject of the hotel, 1 might as well go ahead and break down my floor for 
you.....when i first moved back here i lived on the 3rd floor (i think the manager likes to put 
students on the 1st four floors and the older freaks on the top three), but the dude above me kept 
pissing and throwing up on my balcony, so i asked to be moved somewhere else (and in 
retrospect, i kinda regret the decision).....to tell ya the truth, the 6th floor is so fucking u-g-l-y that 
i wouldn't even wish it on you, dear reader.....a black drug dealer from detroit lives in 601.....he 
likes to stand outside the door in his underwear and talk on his cell phone (perhaps hoping that 
the 2 cute coeds who live in 602 will "accidentally" run into him).....1 walked by one night and he 
was talking on the phone--all fucked up and completely naked.....1 walked by, said "hey, howsit 
going" and kept right on motherfucking walking.....the coeds who live in 602 are blond and quite 
hot.....one of them will sometimes smile at me in the elevator, but they wisely don't speak to 
anyone.....the horsegirl lives in 603 with her australian boyfriend (who kinda looks like a fat donal 
logue) and his two kids.....the horsegirl used to work at cvs, but got fired (i'm not sure why, but i 
assume it is somehow connected to him).....i've seen him get arrested 3 times in the 2 years that 
they have lived here.....one time he thought this dude in the lobby was looking at the horsegirl's 
ass and a full-fledged brawl ensued.....the second time i saw him get arrested was in the parking 
lot.....5-0 had pulled him over for expired tags when they realized that he owed somebody money 
and took him in.....the horsegirl left his kids with the girl at the front desk and went to bail him 
out.....1 don't know why he got arrested the 3rd time--i just saw 2 cops leading him off the 
elevator in handcuffs.....oh, if you're curious as to why the horsegirl is called "horsegirl," it's 
because she has big giant hillbilly teeth.....she's pretty good-looking overall--big tits, nice ass, and 
an hourglass figure (just don't tell her boyfriend i said that, ok?).....old man sideburns lives in 
604.....he's in his mid-sixties, has long sideburns (no beard or moustache) that come down to the 
corner of his mouth, and is always wearing a cleveland browns jacket and hat combination even in 
the summer.....old man sideburns speaks to no one--like if you ask him about the browns in the 
elevator, he'll turn his back to you.....mountain girl lives in 605 (and they don't call her mountain 
girl because she resembles jerry garcia's 2nd wife).....mountain girl is 6'1" and tips the scales at a 
good 250 Ibs.....the housekeepers swear that she has the messiest hotel room in the history of the 
hotel, but to my knowledge no living creature has never made it out of there alive..... mountain girl 
is rumored to work as a phone solicitor.....my old neighbor, lil-rob-with-the-blue-hair said she 
bought ecstasy from him a couple times, but lil rob aint exactly the most trustworthy of 


arnold dialed 911 after an aborted suicide attempt a few years back, but i can't confirm that 
rumor either.....lil arnold fancies himself a bodybuilder and works as a phone solicitor for some 
credit card company in akron.....he was always in love with front desk clerk, natasha, but now he 
would appear that he's in love with manager james (like if lil arnold isn't bisexual, i would say it's 
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safe to assume that he needs a lot of attention).....1 heard he had crohn's disease too, but again, 
my source is less than reputable.....joe-the-retard lives in 607 with his ms-having girlfriend (who's 
actually smart and almost kool).....he's the one who told me (on the first night we met) about how 
his girlfriend used to work at a quickie mart and how this regular customer raped her in his car 
one night.....joe-the-retard got a drunk in public last month (to go along with his 3 duis), so joe- 
the-retard's been kinda quiet lately although i can still hear him scream on sundays whenever the 


disable his van in the event of an emergency and supposedly the owner of his favorite bar in 
canton will have the bartenders throw him in the back at closing time and then push the button so 
he can sleep it off.....in 3 years time, i've never seen the dude who lives in 611.....1 think that may 
be a good thing.....hashish the indian lives in 612 with a roommate whose name i don't know.....i 
have no real stories about hashish other than the fact that he's deeply involved in "indian 
amway"--you know, kinda like our version of amway where you buy $1000 worth of crap and try 
to sell it to all your friends and neighbors for $1050 to make back your original investment.....i 
think he's using the bond of friendship as a ploy to trick dale-the-tail into joining.....dale-the-tail 
claims that he only goes to their conferences for the free trips to exotic locals like gary and grand 
rapids, but i don't think even his inherent racism can save him from the cult now.....there is no 
room 613 because hotels are superstitious and never have a 13th anything--the floor couldn't be 
any worse than it already is, ya know.....dale-the-tail lives in room 614 (the last door on a bad 


Crazy Carl Robinson read at several ULA readings and toured in 2007 to promote his novel Fat On 
The Vine, published as part of the ULA Press line. During his ULA days, he liked spending the 
winters in Gore states and the summers in Bush ones, dividing his time between Ohio and Virginia, 
before settling in Iowa USA. He has since written several novels and published a collection called 
Bloodreal. He currently lives deep in the heart of Texas and can be reached at 
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carlrob@earthlink.net. 
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"The Fall Of America" 
(from Underground Literary Adventures, 2004) 
by Grant Schreiber 


It took more time to bury a sub-par president than it did to drop the story of the prisoners being 
tortured in Iraq, Afghanistan, and elsewhere. Once the nation’s stomach was turned, it came as 
sort of a blessed relief that longtime carrot, Ronald Reagan, finally shuffled off the mortal coil. 
Not that Americans are a squeamish group, but we like our violence neat and tidy and we like 
heroic send offs, even for bit part actors. 


Calling the treatment of Iraqis in Abu Ghraib a scandal misses the point. The scandal is in 
Donald Rumsfeld and other high-ranking members dragging their feet once they learned of the 
conditions months ago. The acts at Abu Ghraib are war crimes and should be addressed as such. 
It cannot be stressed enough that many of the prisoners at Abu Ghraib were caught up in random 
sweeps that had nothing to do with security for our forces. Reports vary, but the numbers range 
from a low of 65% to a high of 90% of all Iraqi prisoners being totally innocent of any crime or 
act against US forces. People were snatched off the street, from homes, in huge lots for the sole 
purpose of making Abu Ghraib look functional. It was on par of meeting a quota. Making 
numbers look good so some officers can get a promotion is crossing the line from 
"misunderstanding orders" to evil. And sure enough, various private companies were present 
doing what it takes to make their profit. There is growing evidence that the practice of torturing 
prisoners in Iraq and Afghanistan is widespread. The Pentagon has reported over 1200 photos of 
abuse, rape, "misconduct", and torture. Apparently, President Bush has seen 12 of them. About 
the same number the American public was allowed to see before it was decided that such photos 
were too disturbing to be shown. 


The feeble defenses put up so far of not being properly trained or failing to understand that what 
was being done to the prisoners violated international law harkens back to a Nazi guard’s plea of 
"only following orders." It doesn’t wash. Neither do half-hearted apologies in time for the 6 
o’clock news. President Bush has yet to offer his apology to the American people for running an 
illegal war and managing to lose it too. Not only should Rumsfeld step down and possibly face 
criminal charges at The Hague, President Bush should announce he’s no longer seeking a second 
term. Maybe then some sense of honor can be restored to our country. 


The airwaves are abuzz with talking heads and pundits trying to assess the damage done to the 
Bush White House and to our prestige abroad. How typically American. Gross injustices have 
been carried out by our troops, and the main concern is how to spin the story. One thing is clear 
though. If there is ever another attack upon US soil at the 9/11 level, we will know exactly why 
they hate us. But the negative fallout--or "blowback" as the savvy cliché goes--is already 
happening. It has been stated by more than one Iraqi that female soldiers can be treated as slaves 
if captured. The barbaric clowning of Lynndie England in particular might condemn the 
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next Jessica Lynch to death. We have treated people like animals in a slaughter pen, raped them, 
and mocked their suffering. We should expect the same treatment. There can’t be any shock over 
the beheading of Nick Berg. Not after this. And we have set the tempo for how any American 
abroad can be treated. Berg, in country without proper papers, could have been declared an 
"enemy combatant" by any Iraqi force. His murder is no different than the murder of Iraqi 
prisoners at the hands of uniformed thugs. Rumsfeld and Bush have lowered the bar on conduct. 


It is now clear that the US must get out Iraq as fast as possible, and I mean that literally and not at 
the glacial pace of political measurements. The US should dump as much money as possible into 
a bank for the Iraqi people to rebuild, and we should pack up and skedaddle: the military, the 
"contractors," the humanitarians, and everyone else. There is no way to win this war, and thanks 
to the reckless and racist attitudes of the Military Intelligence, there will be absolutely no way to 
win the peace. We may, in a generation or so, appear in Baghdad again without bringing down 
bloody curses on our heads. 


The level of our failure cannot be overemphasized. We know now what happens when we allow 
Capitalists to fully run a war. The main focus to go to war was a marketing scam about weapons 
of mass destruction that Iraq did not have. But not wanting to have too many cost overruns, we 
went to war on the cheap. Many jobs that the military normally does in the field of war were 
handed out to various private industries. No reason that a profit couldn’t be made on the side, 
right? We then changed the label and said we were there to get rid of Saddam Hussein and pave 
the way for democracy. But when various Iraqi factions demanded quick and open elections, we 
had to make sure it was a democracy we could stomach. To help put a stamp of approval upon 
what would be a new Iraq, a brand new flag was created in London and presented to the Iraqi 
people. The marketing boys must have been caught off guard by the public outcry over the new 
flag. They live in a world where branding and logos are the norm and saw nothing wrong with an 
occupying force present the people with a brand new box. 


And now, suddenly, there is the PR crisis of truck drivers and cooks being given interrogation 
positions at prisons and not understanding that stacking nude men on top of one another and 
raping them with broken flashlights and broomsticks was wrong. While it may be excused that a 
cook or lawncutter wouldn’t be the most skilled prison guard, it cannot be excused what happened 
to any of those prisoners. Way back when this jolly adventure started, Rumsfeld was quick to say 
that photographing captured American soldiers was a war crime. Suddenly the words "war 
crime" are not being uttered. And they need to be more than uttered, they need to be shouted: 
"War Crime!" What was done to those prisoners is a War Crime. 


Right-wing commentator Rush Limbaugh thinks that what happened at Abu Ghraib might be 
akin to a college prank or some soldiers far from home blowing off steam. I would like to see if 
Rush felt that way after being stripped nude and chained to a fence for four days with a pair of 
woman’s underpants over his face. I wonder if any of the excusemakers would understand the 
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situation better if they were forced to masturbate in front of a jeering woman after being denied 
sleep for several days. I wonder which pundit could find a reason to be forgiving for our troops as 
a laughing group of soldiers shove a stick up his ass and push him down a flight of stairs. 


Clearly, the Private Englands of this sorry affair deserve to have the full punishment that is 
coming to them. Her boyfriend and lover, and possible ringleader of the lowbrow torturers, Spc. 
Charles Graner once bragged, "The Christian in me says it's wrong, but the corrections officer in 
me says, 'I love to make a grown man piss himself.'" 


One can only hope that Graner will be returned to the Philadelphia prison system, as prisoner and 
not as a guard. There are bound to be one or two fellow inmates who could discuss proper 
treatment of human beings to him over the long weeks. 


But it is equally clear that the officers who did nothing to stop this or condoned it by a lack of 
action are also guilty. Adolf Eichmann did not personally kill a single person in the death camps 
of Europe; he just signed the papers that ordered them there. He was hung as a war criminal 
nonetheless. The creatures that helped create the conditions at Abu Ghraib and elsewhere are 
also guilty and should pay the price. 


There is plenty of guilt to go around. We should take care to remember that Bush’s little war was 
well supported by many members of the press who instead of being watchdogs acted as 
cheerleaders. Snarling mea culpas are being printed in various editorial pages, but when it comes 
to war crime investigations, the kneepad reporters should also be made accountable. The sudden 
dropping of the Abu Ghraib story is almost an admission of guilt. With any luck, it will haunt 
them to extinction. 


Ultimately, the American people will pay the price. Rumsfeld has helped hand the United States 
its greatest military defeat ever. Our prestige as a military force is shattered. Sure, we can still 
beat the hell out of any number of third world nations, but we can’t rebuild. We can’t control. 
We lack the essential element of empire building: intelligent and able leaders. 


This hasn’t gone unnoticed by the terrorist groups we gleefully created in Abu Ghraib. If Bush 
remains in office or if Kerry decides to dicker about in Iraq in a "new and improved" style, expect 
disaster to hit sooner rather than later. Expect more attacks as we shrink within our borders. Our 
descent may be slow, but it is certain. Bush’s desire for revenge has brought about the end of 
American might. Not that his biggest supporters care. They’re still making money. Profits still 
look good for the friends of Cheney. They’re all fat and happy and in comfort, and someone 
else’s son can die to pay their gas bills. 


Grant Schreiber joined the ULA in 2004 and remained a member until the end. The longtime zine 
publisher of Judas Goat Quarterly contributed to Underground Literary Adventures and 
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performed at the Chicago, Illinois USA stop of the Underground Literary America tour in 2007. 
Since the ULA days, Schreiber continued publishing his zine for a few more years and continues to 
reside in Chicago. He can be reached at cavesofchaos@hotmail.com. 
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Editor's Rant 
(from Slush Pile #4, 2005) 
by Steve Kostecke 


Q: Just who the hell do you people think you are? 

A: Simple: what we are is a group of lit-zine writers and poets who strangely yet strongly believe 
that American fiction should be something relevant to American people's lives, instead of the 
lame, overly-wrought, navel-gazing crap that the congloms make sure gets first-rate display at 
your local chain bookshop. 


Q: Come on: aren't you just a bunch of whiney losers who can't get your writing 
published? 

A: Understand: we are no more of a bunch of whiney losers than you and your far-too-special 
clique of friends. And when you say "get your writing published," you do mean "get your writing 
published via one of the fistful of evil conglomerates that currently controls American media and 
arts and are plotting to furtherly dehumanize us into their obedient army of profit-aggrandizing 
consumeratons," correct? No, we of the ULA are still too feral. 


Q: Out of all the bitching you do, what's, like, your primary bitch? 

A: Our main criticism is that American Lit 'n' Letters has become professionalized, elitist, art- 
destructive, corrupt, meaningless, soulless, and just plain crazy sick to look at. This has 
everything to do with the strangulation since the '90s of independent publishing houses (and, to a 
big extent, more independent thought) by conglomerates. Basically: it's corporate lit from here 
on out unless somebody does something about it. We of the ULA are out here doing something 
about it. We want to provoke cultural change against its current suck towards the drainal points 
of power and capital concentration. We're screaming for systemic change now. 


Q: ULA writing isn't any better than any officially published writing. 

A: (That is not a question.) ULA writings are tuned into a communal underground aesthetic that 
has its roots in the do-it-yourself zine scene that exploded in the '90s. To put it bluntly: either 
you are cool and enlightened and get us, or you do not. If not, get your pathetic paws off our 
zine. 


Q: Not that I'm on your side or anything, but I've got some scribbling I wouldn't mind 
sliding past the ULA. What's the deal? 

A: Mail your zine to us. And understand: we just don't need ass-kicking writers; we need ass- 
kicking writers who are into action, whether it's writing/signing letters of protest, or participating 
in ULA events, or exposing the b.s. of the current literary world in a Monday Report--you have to 
be willing to do a lot more than be a name that sits on a webpage waiting to be discovered. So 
think on it well: you might be far better off sticking to the cerebral anaesthetization which 
Modern American Life is all about than joining up with the likes of us. 
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"How To Handle A Crack Head" 
(from Lit Vision. Org, 2005) 
by Noah Cicero 


Last weekend I went to a bar in my hometown. Which isn’t very far from where I live now, about 
ten minutes to be exact. But I never go there anymore. The last time I went there my tent, 
sleeping bag, and two books got stolen out of the backseat of my car. So I’ve been pissed at my 
people ever since. 


The town is called Vienna; it is a small town of less than two-thousand people which always 
seemed strange to me because Youngstown is only five miles away and has over 60 thousand 
people and had over 250 thousand at one point. The segregation enforced by the steel mill 
owners made strange anomalies like that. 

I went back to Vienna to see a band my friend played in. I was wary about going; I knew I would 
see people I knew, and they would want to talk to me. And there are a good amount of people in 
Vienna who hate my fucking guts. Which is fine with me, but I didn’t feel like going to jail or 
getting hospitalized for getting into a fight. 

I headed into the building and nobody I knew was there. I sat down at the bar and ordered myself 
a BV and coke. The bartender was hot; she had gelled blonde hair, her belly button was showing 
with low-riders on, and she had a perky ass. I thought about fucking her while sitting there. 
Some of the people I went to school with showed up. One guy named Mike came and sat by me. 
Mike was wearing red jogging pants, a plain white t-shirt, and his hair was all fucked up, not 
intentionally like rich indie kids do, but just fucked up. 

“Hey Monco, how you doing?” 

‘Tm doing all right; how’s your shit?” 


‘Tm okay; I read your books,” said Mike. 


“You did?” I only have one book published on a small press; I wasn’t sure what he was talking 
about when he made the word “book” plural. 


“Yeah, it was really good." 
“How did you find them?” 


“They were on Amazon.com. I got all four of them,” said Mike very excited. He kept yelling the 
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ending of the sentences in my face. He kept jumping around in his stool, very excited, like he 
was having a panic attack. I started to think he was either on crack or on coke, wasn’t sure yet 
though. 


“Mike, I only got one book published.” 


“No man, NO, you have like four on Amazon.com.” I needed to switch subjects before he freaked 
out; note to the kids reading this: don’t piss off crack or coke heads; they are a wild and angry 
bunch and can without remorse start throwing shit at your head like glasses, beer bottles, and 
bullets; DO NOT piss them off. They don’t mind if you leave their presence because you are 
killing their buzz anyway. And also, NEVER lend a crack or coke head money; you will never 
see it again. 


“Last time I saw you, you got married; how’s that going?” 
“It fucking sucks!” Mike practically screamed that. 
“You had a kid too, didn’t you?” 


“Yeah, that fucking sucks too.” Mike looks around and sees some people and waves them over. 
One of them is George this kid that graduated three years after me. He has one of those dirty 
goatees and looks like he would cut your nuts off with a rusty fork for kicks. There are two other 
kids named Pat and Steve, and at that point I realize what drug Mike was on: it’s crack. Pat 
graduated with me; he is this little dumb asshole who grew up in a half-finished house (half- 
finished as in a house with rooms that were missing walls) with a fat mom who was a school bus 
driver. I've known the kid all my life, and he’s never had self-esteem and always seemed like he 
would try to rape you if you let him spend the night over. I heard through a friend that Pat killed 
some kid over a bad coke deal; I guess the kid was overdosing and instead of calling for an 
ambulance Pat put a pillow on top of his head and finished the fucker off. And Pat is known to 
be a crack head now. Because if you are a coke head for longer than two years you are bound to 
destroy your entire life, job skill abilities (as in the ability to show up to work on time or at all), 
and family’s trust to give you money so you start doing crack because it is cheaper. Steve 
graduated two years behind me, but I know from several sources he is an all-star crack head. He 
has made it possible for a good portion of Vienna to become aware of the beauty of crack. He 
has also been married and has several kids even though he is only twenty-one. Both of them 
have the Youngstown crack head look. The brim of their baseball cap is lowered to right above 
their eyes, the hair sticking out of the side of the cap is unwashed and not cut evenly, and their 
clothes are several years old, bought during the days when they still could afford coke. Their 
laughs sound like glass breaking, and their eyes are full of terror and humiliation. 


George eventually makes it over to me and says, “Hey Monco, haven’t seen you in a long time; 
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“Yeah, how about you?” 
“Good, you staying out of trouble Monco?” 
“Yeah.” 


“Oh good, Monco, you staying out of trouble?” During this strange exchange he is bouncing 
around, looking right and left, moving like he was in the middle of a rave or a small riot. But in 
reality it was thirty people sitting around bullshitting. Then he did something strange; George put 
his hand on top of my head and rubbed it like he was consoling me. I didn’t know what that 
meant. Actually several people at the bar did that to me, gave consoling rubs on my shoulders 
and head. Maybe that’s in fashion in Vienna among the males now, and maybe they were 

hitting on me; who the fuck knows? Then George left, and I was left alone with Mike again. 
Mike ordered a drink and said to me close to my ear but as loud as he said everything else, 
“Monco, we gotta stand up and walk away from the bar slowly.” 


“Okay, why?” 


“I didn’t give her enough money; I’ll give it to her later. Let's go and try to find people to give us 
money,” said Mike. 


“All right dude.” 
“You wanna come outside with me?” 


“What, huh?” Mike starts heading for the door. He walks so fast I can’t catch up before he gets 
outside. Note to the kids reading: Never let yourself be alone with a crack head. There are only 
three possible outcomes to that. 1. They want to borrow some money. 2. They are going to 
annoy the fuck out of you in one way or another. 3. They are going to kill you, take your money, 
and then fuck your dead body. So I stayed in the bar; eventually Mike came back in and said, 
“Dude, I wanted to sing to you. I can sing Metallica, early Korn, all kinds of shit man.” I fucking 
told you he was going to annoy the hell of out of me and for sure ask for money. The band went 
on, and Mike and I watched. Between each song break he sang to me, not a bad singer. There 
was a lot of truth in that bar; that’s all I wanna say about that. 


Noah Cicero's tenure with the ULA was brief but intense. He joined in 2004, wrote several 
Monday Reports, and contributed to Slush Pile and Underground Literary Reviews before 
departing in 2005. Hailing from Youngstown, Ohio USA and a frequent blogger during his ULA 
days, he has since become a world traveler, publishing several books along the way. He currently 
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lives in Las Vegas, Nevada USA and can be reached at noah.cicero@gmail.com. 
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"This Is Not Your TV Show" 
(from Underground Literary Adventures, 2005) 
by Brady Dale 


If you had a TV show 

Everyone would tune in to see you 
Because everyone gapes at you 
But this is not your TV show 


If I were a ninja 

I would say you yank me out of hiding 

If I were Superman 

I would say Gold Kryptonite is just like crack 

If I were a painter 

You would try to buy my work to use in ads for biscuits 
This is not your TV show 


If I were a boxer 

I would go spar in every gym under different names 
If I were an astronaut 

I would hit ignition early to escape you 

If I were the President 

I would make the FBI watch you—I would 

This is not your TV show 


If I were one of the X-Men 

I would beg Arcade to hide me in the Murderworld Amusement Park 

If I played trumpet in my own night spot 

You would be the train blowing and rumbling through the walls of the club 
If I were a movie star 

I would call you a lousy motivation 

This is not your TV show 


If I were Spider-Man 

I would say that I won’t have beers with you, Mysterio 

If I were a novelist 

I would make my readers hallucinate you then kill you 

If I were a cop on robbery-homicide 

I would make sure the captain gave me a partner, any partner but you 
This is not your TV show 
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If I were a Knight of the Table Round 

I would tell you I have but one liege 

If I were a revolutionary 

I would call you a demagogue and a poseur 
If I were a wizard 

I would find the spells to forget you 

This is not your TV show 


If I were a frontier marshal 

I would want you to be glad we kept out of the papers 
If I were a samurai 

I would say you dull my blade and my heart 

If I were a riverboat pilot 

I would steer clear of your channel 

This is not your TV show 


If we were in a motorcycle gang 

I would ride off from some roadhouse one day and you would have no way to 
know where I might go 

This is not your TV show 

You don’t have a TV show 


Brady Dale, then known as Brady Russell, joined the ULA in 2005. During his ULA years, he 
lived in Madison, Wisconsin USA and Philadelphia, Pennsylvania USA. A frequent participant on 
blogs and discussion boards concerning ULA protest activities, he published work on 
LiteraryRevolution.Com and Underground Literary Adventures. Since the ULA years, he has 
published a Webcomic and worked as a reporter. Currently, he lives in New York City, New York 
USA, and his Website is BradyDale.Com. He can be reached at bradydale@gmail.com. 
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"Excerpt from 'Ania'" 
(from Slush Pile #4, 2005) 
by Lisa B. Falour 


Ania liked to wear her blonde hair in a sort of Louise Brooks-ish bob, and had the look of a 
wide-eyed silent film actress. "I love gangsters," she told us one day on 23rd Street, pronouncing 
"gangsters" as "GANGSTAHS." "I think I was a gun moll in my past life," she continued. 


Her goal was to find herself a gangster, and to be his "squeeze." What she found was Paco, a low- 
level thief from Staten Island. Paco was the boyfriend of Itsy, one of the whores on 23rd Street. 
Ania set her sights on Paco--Itsy-be-damned! 


Paco's sister, Rosita, came to work with us on 23rd Street as a dominatrix, and quickly, Ania and 
Rosita became fast friends, united in a wild and sleazy war against Itsy, who disappeared quickly 
from 23rd Street, but not without demanding the return of her "leopard underwear" from Rosita. 


"She wants her fuckin’ leopard underwear," Rosita snorted, chugging a beer in the whores’ 
"waiting room" on 23rd Street. 


"Yeah," sneered Ania, "an' she's complainin' about those leopard shoes she bought Paco!" 


Paco shifted his alliance to Ania and went to live with her, his own family's house being off-limits 
to him after he'd stolen and sold his mother's antique jewelry, the silverware, and everything else 
he could fence. 


"That Paco is no damned good," mused Rosita one day, yet she seemed largely unconcerned with 
the pain he'd inflicted on his family, a lower-middle class hard-working Portuguese clan who were 
not, themselves, entirely without guilt when it came to having light fingers. (Rosita would often 
show up on 23rd Street with boxes of merchandise for us to take--deodorants, cat food, cheap 
perfumes, etc. The father was, I gathered, a crooked driver or "Jumper" somewhere in the city.) 


Ania quickly learned the ropes on 23rd Street and became a switchable whore--she could do both 
dominant and submissive sessions and was one of the top money-makers in Jack's dubious 
"stable." Because she'd done her first sessions with me, as mentor, her style was similar to mine-- 
friendly, gentle, making almost everything a game. My own slaves were very loyal--they knew I 
was basically a happy person, out mostly for a bit of twisted thrill and grocery money. 


Ania was no dummy--she'd book me solid on nights when the other whores sat idle, wondering 
why my fat white butt was so damned popular. She copied, at first, my style, and to this day, pulls 
in a nice piece of change each week. I like to think I helped to train her in sleazy arts. 
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She and Paco became common-law spouses, unable to actually marry, because Ania was on 
public assistance and was getting a monthly welfare check, food stamps, and medical coverage. 
After years of working in dusty whore-bunkers, Ania developed asthma, and is now seriously ill. 
She's completely dependent on Uncle Sam's free health insurance. What a twisted system in the 
USA. A working whore is unable to get straight medical insurance, both for the fact that she has 
no acceptable "legal" means of support, and, also, that she now has a "pre-existing condition" and 
is uninsurable at this point. 


I "retired" from whoredom in 1984. A year later, Ania, Rosita, and Paco came to a party I was 
having in my Brooklyn apartment. Ania was thin, and she had let her bleached blonde hair grow 
long. She was a dead ringer for Debbie Harry, but was so hollow-cheeked, I feared she might 
have AIDS. This wasn't the case, but, like me, she'd found "The Life" a dreadful strain on her 
immune system, and had begun a slow but definite physical decline. 


I saw Ania again in the first part of 1993. She was still working for Jack, but the enterprise had 
relocated to 28th Street in Chelsea, the new street for the kinky brothels in New York. I was still 
a Wall Street secretary, still dabbling in freelance journalism, and a French magazine had hired 
me to interview Ania. What a strange feeling, seeing some of my coworkers from a decade 
earlier, still plying their kinky trade. It was as if time had almost stood still. 


But Ania didn't look good. She was too thin, and was smoking pot and drinking too much. 
Often, her answers to my questions were completely unrelated to what I'd asked. But her 
technique as a Mistress had blossomed. She had an enormous metal trunk, absolutely packed 
with strange implements. She had everything out and scattered around the sleazy, windowless 
room, which was cold and smelled bad. 


About six months later, I left my second husband and returned to The Life. Of course, my first 
choice for places to work was 28th Street, with Ania. She'd gained weight, and was sexier than 
ever. We spent a lot of time in her room, smoking joints and talking about everything. 


One night, we'd smoked a lot, and I was heavily into a bottle of champagne. "Let me give you a 
massage, Mistress," I quipped, pushed her facedown onto her sleazy bed. I began to massage her, 
and she protested only lightly, being as stoned as I was. "Oh, Mistress, what a lovely ass!" I 
screamed, and pulled up her mini-skirt, exposing twin spheres of soft, white buttflesh. 


"Stop!" she giggled, as I started to kiss her ass. 


"What, Mistress?” I asked, pretending not to understand her. I turned her over and lunged for her 
pussy, thrusting my tongue deep inside. She yielded for several minutes although complaining 
half-heartedly about the assault. I had a taste of cunt I hadn't experienced in years, being long- 
retired, and only sometimes bisexual. I was wearing bright red whore-lipstick, and began to tickle 
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her and plant red kissmarks on her thighs and butt, above the tops of her black, sheer stockings. 


She got up, and staggered to the waiting-room area, where she sat in the phone-girl's chair, trying 
to occupy herself with her former role as receptionist, but I wouldn't leave her alone. I threw 
myself onto the dirty floor, at her feet, and began tongue-cleaning her shoes. "I love you, 
Mistress!" I chanted. 


"Stop!" she kept screaming, amid laughter, but doing nothing to actually stop me. Finally, she 
teetered into one of the little fuck-rooms where the rest of the whores were lounging (it was the 
warmest room in the place), probably hiding from us. "Look what she did to me," Ania wailed to 
them, pointing at her kiss-bedecked white flesh. 


I remained on the floor, watching TV and chuckling to myself. 
Ania's cunt tasted so good. 


Lisa B. Falour was a longtime zinester who joined the ULA after the group helped her in a dispute 
with a publisher who was not paying royalties on one of her books. Originally from Ohio, USA, 
she resided in France during her ULA years, serving as European Bureau Chief, and published a 
Joint zine with Wild Bill Blackolive. After the ULA years, Falour continued her writing, primarily 
in continuing her tradition of carrying on long letter correspondences with friends, but also 
developed a fondness for making and posting videos on the Internet, sharing her views on psychic 
phenomena and life as an expatriate American, among other subjects. She died in 2015. 
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"Candace, Who Completely Disintegrated" 
(from Slush Pile #4, 2005) 
by Bernice Mullins 


Candace is the best dancer at the Litehouse. She taught me how to dance. She didn’t know she 
was teaching me. She thought she was just dancing for me. But that was how I learned: getting 
dances from Candace. 


Fran and I still go to the Litehouse together on my nights off. We decide to go in one Wednesday 
in January. Candace is there, sitting in the corner, shouting at Grace. I nudge Fran. “I told you.” 


I told him that Candace stopped dancing. She still shows up. She still puts on an outfit and six- 
inch heels. She does her hair and makeup. Then she sits in the corner and talks to Grace; shouts 
at Grace. She shouts everything. She is disintegrating. 


“Let’s sit by her,” he says. I stare at him. He doesn’t sense the danger. He did not see her 
demonstration on locking the door. 


“I am fucking tired of locking the fucking door every night!” she screamed. This was last week. 
“All you motherfuckers are going to learn how to lock this bitch right now!” 


There is a door at the back of the bar room that separates the hallway where the bathrooms are 
from the rest of the bar. It must be locked at night in order to set the alarm. Most of the girls are 
new. We didn’t know how to lock the door. 


“This is what you have to do. Are you listening?” We had no choice. We had to listen. She was 
screaming. 


She stood in front of the door. “You take hold of it by the lock and you swing it shut!” As she 
screamed, she demonstrated with a sweeping arm motion. She was very serious about it. No one 
else seemed to realize the gravity of the situation. I decided I would take it very seriously by way 
of appeasement. I listened intently. 


“You must shut it very hard! Slam the motherfucker!” I nodded my head. “Then you have to 
turn the lock!” She mimed again, holding her arm out and flicking her wrist to the left. “It has to 
click! Do you hear me? You have to make sure it clicks!” 


I’ve heard people say that cocaine intensifies your personality. I’m a behaviorist, so I think a 
human’s personality is his/her behavior. So cocaine intensifies behavior. Candace sniffed coke, a 
lot of it. The door getting locked would have been on a level 5 seriousness quotient. The coke 
sky-rocketed it to the top of the list. Assuring herself that we all knew how to lock the door had 
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become more important to her in that moment than anything else that existed. The door being 
locked was no fucking joke. So I tried to take it just as seriously. When in doubt, turn pro. 


“After it clicks, you have to look up at the keypad on the wall. Grace! Show them the keypad!” 
Grace obliged. She knew it was no fucking joke. 


“You have to look at the keypad for the green light! The green light must be on! If the green 
light is not on, you have to do it again! Do you understand?” She looked at me. Her eyes 
fidgeted in her skull. 


I bobbed my head. “I understand.” I said it loudly, but I didn’t shout. I said it earnestly. It was 
no fucking joke. 


That seemed to satisfy her. “All right!” She pointed at the keypad. “Does everyone fucking get 
me? About the green light? It has to be on, or the fucking alarm will not set!” 


A few of the other girls nodded. No one was turning pro except me. “I’m not going to show you 
this again! And I will be god damned if I lock this door one more time. I’m fucking tired of 
locking this fucking door every night!” 


Grace started to pick up on the urgency of the situation. “You shouldn’t have to do it every 
night.” 


Candace seemed ecstatic to have more support. She nodded her head. Cocaine intensifies 
gestures as well. She tilted her head all the way back and then down to her chest a few times. “I 
know. I know I shouldn’t have to. But I end up doing it every fucking night!” 


She looked around. “Sarah, get over here and lock this bitch!” Sarah walked over to the door. 
She gave Candace a wide berth. “You have to shut it hard!” She performed her demonstration a 
second time. Sweeping her arm out eloquently then bringing it back fast against her body. “Now 
turn the lock!” Her voice was getting scratchy now. She sounded like a tent revival Pentecost. 
“Is the green light on? The green light has got to be on!” Sarah looked over her shoulder at the 
keypad. She nodded. A calm nod. “All right! Let’s get the fuck out of here!” 


I told Fran. I told him all about it. He laughed and I think he assumed I was exaggerating for 
humor’s sake. I was not. 


“What?” he asks. He is already walking toward her. 


“Francis!” She sees him. Fuck. Now we have to sit by her. We are doomed. “Get your ass over 
here! Sit down next to me!” 
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Fran just grins. He loves being around women who are insane. He was raised by one. He has 
fucked at least a dozen. He can’t get enough of the crazy. He runs to it. He eggs it on. He 
savors it. 


He walks faster. 


“Where’s Tessa? Did you bring Tessa with you?” Everything is a shout. He’s standing right next 
to her though. 


Fran nods, smiling. He loves this. “Tessa’s here.” 

“I am so proud of her, Fran. I am so proud of Tessa. She is wonderful. She is wonderful here. 
And she’s not a whore! She’s not a whore! I’m not a whore either! Tessa and I are not whores! 
Not like some of these other bitches! She can dance too.” 

I stand behind Fran. He laughs and nods his head. 

“She’s good. Yeah.” 


“No. No, man. You don’t fucking understand me. You don’t understand what I’m saying! Tessa 
is a fucking lady! Isn’t she, Grace? Tessa is a lady. Right, Grace?” 


Grace nods complacently from the throne. “She absolutely is. We love her here.” Grace does 
not seem to fuck with Candace. She just lets her sit there and scream all night. 


Candace leans over in her chair and puts her arm around me. She holds her arm out straight in 
front of her, showing off a gold watch with diamonds surrounding the face. “Look at my jewels!” 
She shoves her wrist in my face, then into Fran’s. “Look at my fucking jewels! I have jewels just 
like a fucking queen!” 

Fran nods. “That’s nice. Where’d you get it?” 

I could kill him. He beckons the crazy. 

“I didn’t get it. No. One of my customers brought this to me. A customer gave me this. And 
Tessa will get things like this one day. As long as she doesn’t become a whore. Whores get 


nothing!” 


Grace leans over the bar. “Rob’s here, Candace. Why don’t you go dance for him?” 
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Candace stares at Grace like she doesn’t know why she would say that. Finally, she gets off her 
stool and walks slowly to the other end of the bar where Rob sits. 


Fran and I sit down and get our beers. Another song starts. I nudge Fran and move my head in 
Candace’s direction. “Watch,” I only mouth the word. 


Candace stands between Rob’s legs. She raises her right arm straight above her and then leans 
her head against her shoulder. She sways slightly. The movement is perceivable only if you stare. 


Fran watches for a minute and then shakes his head. He was there the first night Candace danced. 
He tells me she was happy then. 


Fran and I sit together at the bar. He gets a dance from Angie. Candace is now sitting on the 
opposite side of the horseshoe bar, shouting at Grace from her right. Grace nods occasionally. 
We don’t listen, until it’s out of control, so neither of us knows what led up to the outburst. 


“I have beaten down all the hateful fuckheads!” she screams. It’s a battle cry. She is standing 
now, on the ledge that goes around the base of the bar. She has one hand on the bar, and the 
other above her head in a fist. I have no idea who she’s talking to. “And I am not a whore!” She 
grabs a nearby ashtray and throws it against the wall. 


Grace gives her a dirty look. “Hey!” 


“No! No! Iam nota whore! I have risen above the filth in this place! I have beaten down all the 
hateful fuckheads!” Shot glass. Against the wall. Glass, so of course it breaks. Candace is 
sitting next to the glasses, all of them. Setting bottom-up on a towel right in front of her. She 
grabs two more, juice glasses Grace serves mixed drinks in. Against the wall. 


Grace is on her feet at last. She leaves the throne. “I don’t know what the fuck your problem is, 
but you need to calm the fuck down right now.” 


“Fuck you, Grace! Fuck you!” She stomps away to the bathroom. Comes out a few minutes 
later fully dressed and goes out the door without a word. 


Candace was the best dancer in the Litehouse. She was graceful. She moved like a ballerina. 
Now, she is completely insane. 


The last we heard of Candace was from Saint. He seems to keep tabs on us. He told Fran that he 
saw her walking down Market Street at six o’clock one morning. He picked her up and bought 
her a carton of cigarettes and a motel room. She told him that’s all she wanted, some cigarettes 
and a place to sleep and take a shower. 
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Bernice Mullins joined the ULA in 2005. She contributed to LiteraryRevolution.Com and Slush 
Pile #4. Living in Hubbard, Ohio USA during her ULA days, she now lives in Las Vegas, Nevada 
USA. She can be reached at bernice.mullins@gmail.com. 
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"The Loser" 
(from LiteraryRevolution.Com, 2005) 
by Jeff Potter 


Do losers have anything to offer our culture? 


Everyone knows what a loser is. A loser is someone who doesn't have the money or influence he 
might have, due to failure of nerve. Or it's someone who can't do anything right, someone who 
screws up good things. Cynics say a loser is anyone who doesn't have money or influence for any 
reason at all. 


We are sometimes told to respect the loser who has high ideals. He may even win in one area 
while losing in another. Maybe he becomes influential even though he stays poor. This may be 
enough to change our view of him. 


Who is this "everyone" who knows what losers are anyway? C'mon, we know who "everyone" is. 
He is us. Who hasn't snickered at someone on the playground? At the same time, no one is a 

perfect winner. We all know the sting of loss. And we'll all know the biggest sting soon enough. 
Losing mostly depends on your perspective. Who's a loser in the USSR? In corporate America? 


But how well do we understand the loser after all? Our whole American reality is set up as a 
contest. And losers are anywhere we see a contest. So to get the whole picture of our culture we 
have to understand both winners and losers. You can't leave out the losers. Sure, losers have an 
ax to grind, are biased. But winners are, too. We have to be able to compare and contrast them 
both to see a little clearer what really is going on. Winners and losers are, together, the risk- 
takers in our contest-oriented culture. Many losers try hard and throw themselves at things in 
amazing ways. The middle does nothing. They're the spectators, risking nothing---or so it seems. 
The ground we think we're standing on is sinking-sand, pushing us into contests we try to avoid. 
Not choosing is a choice. 


To think of life as something other than a contest, to see more shading and complexity, you have 
to step back. And to do that again requires looking at losers as well as winners ... and spectators, 
too. You need to change your position to see where you are. Actually, to get the stereo effect 
that lets you see the depth of reality you need to be in two places at once, which is what reading 
can do for us. Then you can locate yourself and see through the facade, and see how the contest 
paradigm is mostly hollow. 


Cultures that aren't based on the contest probably have many more kinds of roles for people to 
play. But we're stuck with three--winner, loser, and spectator--and two of them are kept quiet. 
So we can't know ourselves. 
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What wins in our culture? Noise. Is anything of value ever noisy? Maybe. Is anything of value 
ever quiet? Often. So what do we lose when noise is what wins? We lose what we need. We are 
kept in need. Noisy winners need us to be needy because they can't give what we need. They can 
only develop our need. They can cater to it, but can never resolve it. 


Sure, some contests are important: we need food and shelter. Those can be scarce goods. But 
nowadays they're pretty darn cheap and don't require that much competition. The rest of what we 
need is free. In fact, we get them by giving, not competing. What does this mean for a contest 
world? 


There's actually a lot of art about losers. The anti-hero is a popular concept for all kinds of 
winners to make art about. But do winners tell the truth about losers? Do losers themselves get 
to make art? Do they get to tell their stories? Are they heard? Are they worth hearing? Or is he 
always the one who it's fair, or at least safe, to snub and silence? I suppose so. But, ya know: 
watch yer back. He's evolving where you least expect it. 


What would the greatest art by the biggest loser look like? Remember, a loser is someone who 
gets no leverage, no help from anyone. Yet, since we're considering the greatest loser here, he 
would work in a medium where he gets a lot done anyway. 


Obviously, he'd be a writer. It's the cheapest, simplest, least mediated art. With the most 
potential. Not coincidentally, writing is the greatest of all the arts. It has given the most to us. It 
comes with the least strings attached, for good or bad. We give writing to the losers because no 
one can take it away from them. Everything that can be taken is taken from them. 


The writing of a loser might be a bit choppy. He's working overtime at a crappy job and that 
doesn't give him much time to develop his ideas. And he might be crabby, because he keeps 
losing jobs due to the writing. So we keep in mind the conditions under which someone works. 
In fact, we might even give him allowances or even credit for it. It's not so surprising when 
someone does good work when they have all day and a lot of money to do so. OK, so a loser can 
be a hero and do great work against bad odds--but he's still a loser, which means he's silenced 
anyway. 


Winners need the team concept because winning is above all a social event. Losers work alone. 
Or if they're a group, they're kept down ... until their numbers are sufficient to finally give them 
some leverage. But working solo, losers have given us most of our greatest art and ideas. How 
can we square what losers have done versus how we treat them today? We can't. It's time for a 
change. 


Our culture offers ever fewer opportunities to work alone. Maybe this is why we haven't seen any 
great art lately and why we are led so easily down such twisted paths. The winners have agreed to 
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stop no one at anything as long as it's about MORE. If this is the case then winners can keep 
winning. But anything that gets in the way of MORE must be stopped. Losers always show the 
wealth of less and that scares winners. 


Winners don't want projects screwed up. Winners are on teams that become bigger as they win 
more and more. Here again we come up with ambivalence about winning: bigger isn't always 
better. But if a winner realizes this and backs off he becomes a loser. It's tricky! 


Winners work together to create customers who respond to what they can deliver (and they can't 
deliver much). They're part of the cultural Zeitgeist of cooperating competitors who all agree on 
the ground rules. Don't rock the boat is one rule. And the customer is included in this one. All 
winners need are teammates and customers. Frenzied customers are best ... dumb ones who are 
brand loyal ... these folks love a winner. Winners work smoothly with marketing, business, and 
legal departments. Do losers? Losers are crabby. They're ahead of or behind their times. 
They're annoying either way. Their essence is to rock the boat. (In a culture of chaos, calmness 
and civility are disturbing.) So even if a loser has something to offer, winners don't want him. 
Losers are sometimes allowed into a project edgewise, but then they're isolated, not allowed to let 
their loserness rub off. This might be the screenwriter for a big movie, who is allowed no other 
influence on the project. The novelist whose novel is adapted by the screenwriter is even kept 
away from the screenplay. But losers in a field like moviemaking are winners compared to typical 
losers. It's all relative. We have to work hard to keep our eye on the loser. 


Do winners *only* need customers? Let's not forget that winners are people, too. They might be 
wrong about what they want and believe. (They chant "diversity" or "novelty" when unity is what 
their souls really need.) Everyone knows that losers are often right. So the winner paradigm is 
not as complete as winners would have us believe. 


Let's not forget that what loses today can win tomorrow. A great idea can finally break through. 
Also, if a loser gets co-opted, his art might be let through, but the effect is lost, or maybe he just 
sells out. Either way things can start to go well for him, he can start winning. Many times it's 
only a matter of if he's willing to make that deal. Ask Robert Johnson about that one. But a gain 
can be a loss and vice versa. Everything new and true starts out losing, then wins. If ... if the 
culture gains from it. But the stronger a culture is, the more the best loser ideas are kept out. A 
culture wants to perpetuate itself, the status quo. And losing means change. Winning means 
change, too. Is there a difference in the kind of change? Many great ideas are never known or 
developed: cultures suffer as a result. These ideas have to wait for a better culture, one that can 
deal with them and their loser authors. The winners make what we get to see and their change is 
that they make more of it. Winners change only quantity (more stuff, more performance), not 
quality. A real writer in a post-literate culture is a waster of paper. People stare at him: what are 
all those silly words? That's not a how-to manual; that's not a thriller; that's not sensitive. They 
laugh. He's a loser. They give his paper-handling job to someone who doesn't mess it up with 
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offensive, useless scribbles. The winner in a post-literate culture promotes illiteracy, is king of 
the illiterates, uses books for job-training, TV-simulation, and fun. But it's the kind of reading 
that takes more than it gives. In the end it's always less fun. Soon it's fun plus Paxil. Fun is a 
downhill slope, taking, needing, shopping. It takes work to live, but that doesn't feel like fun. But 
feelings aren't everything. Didn't your momma teach you that? What, the TV told you 
otherwise? 


In the case of writing today, reaching the public requires publishing which requires working with 
winners in the above-mentioned marketing, business, and legal sectors. But what if the writing 
questions the winners? What if it trespasses against marketing, business, and legal? What if it 
wants to be read without the approval, filtering, editing, and censorship from winners? What if it 
has too much loser about it for the winners? What if it's right and the winners are wrong? How 
can it get past the winners? 


All great writing has faced this challenge. The problem is that today the winners are winning 
more than ever before. They are perfecting their game. There are fewer ways for truth to get 
through. The only thing the loser has is a chance. 


And that chance is a big risk to the racket being run by the winners. It's a big risk to the 
paradigm that the winners believe in. Losing is about reality, and reality gives winners a scare. 


Sure, there are better or worse winners. And we can compare losers as well. Truth and beauty 
are what really matters, not winning or losing. But winning wants us to forget this. 


How to tell when writing has truth and beauty? Well, we have critics to help us evaluate this. But 
critics have jobs and jobs are part of winning in our culture, so they only recommend what their 
bosses, toadies, or professors tell them to--or else they become losers. So we don't give criticism 
to the critics. Unless it's to the ones nobody knows about, the losers. Critics might be able to 
hide some truth in their work, but who wants to strain, dig, and read between the lines? What 
you want is for them to lay it on the line. But no one can print any of that today. 


So how to sort it out? I'd say to listen to serendipity and to word of mouth--and pay attention to 
who's doing the recommending. Look to the kind of writing which has less mediation, fewer 
middlemen. Look to zeens and the Internet. That's the kind of writing that can stand on its 
own--even though it's hidden, cloaked, and laughed at by the winners, and even though 90% of it 
is crap. The 10% that's good more than holds its own against the 100% winner stuff in the elite 
media. Look for any revolutionaries who are already working on this subject. It just so happens 
that there's a group that's dedicated to just such a mission: the Underground Literary Alliance. 
They're a group that seems to include a significant number of alcoholics, hicks, hookers, and low- 
wage-earners, along with a distinct lack of social climbers. They're promoting the writings of an 
SSI recipient and an old unemployed person on Social Security *sans* pension or safety net, 
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among others. Yet they've made a cover story of the NYT, and major national media are 
interested in what they do next. I think they can help us. 


Here's an excerpt from a Jack Saunders novel to ponder in light of these notions: 


"Go your own way. Be true to your vision. Look to the lodestar and create. Do that and you'll 
live in poverty, die young, your neighbors will think you a loser. Kerouac was beat. Waylon 
and Willie were outlaws. The Flower Children were freaks. Tom Paine was a loser. But it was 
paradoxical. Was St. Francis a loser? Only by losing all do we gain Eternal Life, he said. Was 
Whitman a loser? 


Yes, they were, and so was Pain. Born to lose? No, he wasn't a born loser. He was a self-made 
man. He had acquired the ability to lose, through diligent and unceasing effort." 


Jeff Potter was an early enthusiast of the ULA in zinedom and in the audience at the Amato Opera 
House reading. He soon joined in as one of the most active members, serving as the Webmaster for 
LiteraryRevolution.Com for a number of years as well as publishing several books by ULAers 
through an imprint of his Out Your Backdoor Press called ULA Press. During his ULA years, he 
lived in Williamston, Michigan USA, where he continues to reside today. Since the ULA days, he 
has continued his literary activity with Out Your Backdoor Press. His Website is 
OutYourBackDoor.Com, and he can be reached at jeff@outyourbackdoor.com. 
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"The Thing That Couldn't Die" 
(from Underground Literary Adventures, 2005) 
by Frank Walsh 


Something ran across the television screen 
when no one was looking. 
The housewives, the eighth graders taking the vow of abstinence, 
a creationist with a biological science text book in one hand 
and a scientist with a Bible in the other, 

thought they saw something and they wanted to buy it 

for a song and a dance preferably from Walmart China. 
From my sickbed cardboard rattled with tubes under the over- 

pass, I thought I had seen everything in lieu 

of what was, I tried to remember another time when 
the police beat something to death with their moving violations 
but it turned out I was wrong, every stone was left unturned, 

because there it was finger prints written all over its face: 

The Thing That Couldn’t Die. 


Take it from one who never made out in the back-seat 
of the Moonlight Drive-in on a Summer Friday night underage 
when it dawned on me the Japanese physicists 
in black and white three piece suits who covered up nuclear licorice 

only scratched the surface and melted a runaway iceberg 
burning the ravioli in the process, since what those little men 
with big ideas had on their hands besides latex gloves 
was the Thing That Couldn’t Be Killed For Certain. 
Did it have a head in the sense we’d grasp in three dimensions 
and, if so, did that head have mouths to feed 
far superior to an inside trader conflict of interest or not? 
Or no one could make heads or tails or else were too scared to call 
911 and tell the Federal Reserve to watch the skies 
for STDs and spermicidal. 


But the shadow of a doubt never crossed my mind, it was, despite 
the General Theory Of Relativity, the Thing That Couldn’t Die 
riding at the head of the motorcade, waving its stump behind 
bullet-proof windshields, blowing sweet nothings 
to the crossing-guards from various holes in the argument, 
without flinching because it didn’t have eyes but sun-glasses 
polarized. The Thing That Couldn’t Be Killed changed shape 
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like you sometimes change socks and underwear. It was 
cited in Church most every Sunday especially after 
a Saturday of heavy drinking and domestic violence come rain 
or shine performing marriages between a man and his private 
property rights. 
Once a small child named Catfish reported to his parents 
as they sat down to a Last Supper at the nickel 
and dime that he’d seen the Thing That Couldn’t Care Less 
soiling the national past-time but that didn’t make a dent 
they checked him for bite marks 
and went back to their repast 
at the fork in the spoonful but especially the knives. 


3.18.05 


Longtime poet Frank Walsh joined the ULA in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania USA in 2003 and 
remained an active member until the end. He or his alter ego, The Masked Professor, performed at 
numerous ULA readings. He wrote Monday Reports; contributed to LiteraryRevolution.Com, 
Underground Literary Adventures, Underground Lettres Arts Manifest, The ULA Critique, and 
ULA Poetry And Fiction (editing the last three as well); and was an active participant in several 
ULA protests including the 2006 Howl protest in New York City, New York USA. Continuing to 
write and live in Philly, Walsh can be reached at nohbard@gmail.com. 
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Editor's Rant 
(from Slush Pile #5, 2006) 
by Steve Kostecke 


The following sheets contain a basic abc of one of the most effective weapons of the Underground 
Literary Alliance: its Literary Activism. The ULA is notorious for its constant attacks on the 
current realm of Lit & Letters and the Literary-Industrial Complex which fosters and supports it. 
We have tirelessly challenged this complex, have protested against it, and throughout the whole 
process have held a megaphone to the mouths of against-the-mainstream literary voices and 
viewpoints which need to be heard for a democratic society’s self-expression and media to be 
authentic, legitimate, and complete. In this issue of our communal lit-zine—the fifth now of the 
series-ľ’ve assembled depictions of all of the essential ULA action to date: from our initial 
protest against an already-wealthy author being handed a $35,000 Guggenheim grant, to our latest 
protest of a fiftieth year anniversary celebration of a classic underground poem in an Ivy League 
theater sponsored by men in tuxedos whom the poem was meant to rage against. All of the insult 
and injury and mayhem that the ULA has stirred up is historically described here—as well as our 
progress and successes. While reading our antics in these pages and observing our non-stop 
battles with Corporate Publishing and its makings, you might find yourself asking: How can the 
ULA engage in such Quixotic battles against these Behemoths of Industry? Answer is: because 
we know how reality-deficient they are, how little they comprehend and commiserate with the 
vast majority of humankind. Their art is money, not soul. They can’t ever possibly “get it,” no 
matter how hard their PR campaigns strive to make their latest Literary-Fiction Genre Producers 
(“writers”) and Productions (“books”) appear significant and genuine to the reading public. We 
know as well that a touch of consciousness-raising and grassroots mobilization can have the effect 
of keeping in check the Powers-That-Be and eventually actuating cultural change—however 
screen-mesmerized, overly-stimulated-thus-ultimately-numb, dazed-n-confused, and irrationally 
terrified the Machinery of Media Mind Control may crave we unpeople to be. So you can count 
on us to continue the fight against the odds—against our lack of connections to the Insiders of Lit, 
against our lack of financial backing, and against the power of the corporate publishing houses—as 
well as their conglomerate parents—which keep a vise-like grip on the throats of writers who 
would dare stray from the officially-stamped script. Even with all that we have achieved over the 
past several years (which this Protest Issue presents), the ULA is still only in its earliest phases. 
Keep up on literary history and watch our growth at LiteraryRevolution.Com. 
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"Profiles In Fraud: JFK And The Pulitzer Prize" 
(from LiteraryRevolution.Com, 2006) 
by Adam Hardin 


There has been a deluge of literary Milli Vanillis in the past year. James Frey, noted pathological 
liar, gave us a work of fiction that he claimed was a memoir and was thrown under the bus by his 
great former benefactor, Miss Oprah Winfrey. JT Leroy, once hyped as a very gifted young man 
who was able to produce mature works of literary fiction, is not a young man, but a middle-aged 
woman, Laura Albert. For good measure, Albert and her boyfriend, Geoffrey Knoop (not to be 
confused with Knopf), created the persona Leroy as a HIV+, trans-gendered, sexually abused, 
former truck-stop prostitute as to not leave out anything that would make for a good sleazy movie 
or play to a sense of pity. Leroy’s second book was the appropriately-titled The Heart Is Deceitful 
Above All Things. Harvard Freshman Kaavya Viswanathan signed on to a six-figure two-book 
deal at the age of 19 for her chick lit, only to have her first book pulled from the shelves and her 
contract nullified because this brilliant Harvard student plagiarized two other chick lit authors. If 
she was so brilliant, why was she writing chick lit? 


Likewise in the past few years, there has been a rampant discovery that many smaller literary 
contests are complete frauds, and many awards that are not contests are also of questionable 
merit, and in the case where a contest solicits money for entry fees from the public, the fraud 
becomes a federal crime. Who can forget Brown Professor C. D. Wright rigging the 
Contemporary Poetry Series at the University of Georgia Press? 


In 2003, C. D. Wright chose two manuscripts. One was The Blaze Of The Poui, by Mark 
McMorris, who just happens to have both an M.F.A. and a Ph.D. from Brown University. The 
second was a manuscript entitled Vertical Elegies 5 by Sam Truitt, his second book to be 
published. Sam has an M.F.A. from Brown University. Sam Truitt’s first book was 
Anamorphosis Eisenhower, which just happened to be published by Wright’s Lost Roads Press in 
1998. 


There is also the case of Jorie Graham giving her lover Peter Sacks (husband one year later) the 
same prize, and in exchange, Jorie was appointed to the prestigious Boylston Professorship at 
Harvard where Sacks is a Professor. Jorie has a long record of giving prizes to her former 
students, and even gave a prize to the babysitter of her daughter. There is no word on what 
became of the literary ambitions of her gardener. The phrase “Jorie Graham Rule” was coined 
for rules that are adopted by contests to prevent this kind of blatant nepotism. What can also be 
coined is the “Jorie Graham Professorship,” whereas one becomes a Professor by having a two- 
year laissez-faire M.F.A. degree without the rigorous six years of academic work required by the 
Ph.D. 


Sometimes there are fake awards that are just created to give people awards, as in the case of The 
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Believer magazine’s Award which has no prize money, no nomination process, and no judging 
panel except the editors, but the first award was given to a Sam Lipsyte, Columbia University 
colleague of Believer editor Heidi Julavits’s husband. There is no real crime here, except the 
attempt of a magazine to bullshit its readership. 


Sometimes there is just an outright attempt to publish as many friends and students as possible, as 
in the case of Columbia University Professor Richard Howard as Poetry Editor of The Paris 
Review, who was given the boot last year. Not only did he give the Bernard F. Conners Prize For 
Poetry every year to a former colleague or student, but he had promised, years in advance, 
publication in The Paris Review to so many poets that The Paris Review had to rescind many of 
their acceptances. Richard Howard had his hands on the Zoo Press Paris Review Prize In Poetry 
as well, and now that Press in light of his machinations has folded. 


There are too many fraudulent contests to name here, and there are so many more interesting 
stories to tell, but let’s get to the big question. In the wake of all this, could the Pulitzer Prize, the 
most prestigious writing award in America, overseen by Columbia University, be subject to fraud? 
It already has been. 


In 1954, John Fitzgerald Kennedy (JFK), a first-term United States Senator with his eyes on the 
White House, was recuperating from back surgery when he decided to write a book, Profiles In 
Courage. At that point, the young Kennedy was not seen as a serious Presidential contender 
because of his age and his rather privileged background, so it was no coincidence that the young 
Kennedy decided to write about the courage of some Senators, in an effort to win over his 
colleagues as a serious man for Democratic leadership. 


Kennedy himself was the big idea man, but the work of writing, drafting, and research fell upon 
his speechwriter Ted Sorenson, under the direction of Kennedy. In the literary world, this is 
called ghostwriting, and Sorenson was not credited as being the author, or even the co-author, but 
was only acknowledged in the book as a research associate. Historian Herbert Parmet in his 
book Jack: The Struggles Of John F. Kennedy lays out the proof that the real author of the book 
was Sorenson, and furthermore, after this fact was made public by columnist Drew Pearson who 
said, “Jack Kennedy is . . . the only man in history that I know who won a Pulitzer Prize on a 
book which was ghostwritten for him,” Kennedy got out his powerful Washington lawyer, the 
famous Clark Clifford, to defend himself. Kennedy’s only defense was his handwritten notes, and 
an affidavit by his friend Sorenson. 


“There is no evidence of a Kennedy draft for the overwhelming bulk of the book," Parmet writes. 
While "the choices, message, and tone of the volume are unmistakably Kennedy's," the actual 
work was "left to committee labor." The "literary craftsmanship [was] clearly Sorensen's, and he 
gave the book both the drama and flow that made for readability." Parmet reviewed thousands 


of notes and documents in what is accepted as the most thorough research done on this historical 


The Slush Pile Strikes Back! 130 
question. 


But then there is the question of how this book came to win the 1957 Pulitzer Prize. In order to 
win the Pulitzer Prize, a book has to be nominated by a small group of judges, and the 
nominations are then reviewed by the selection committee which makes the final determination. 
The fact is that Profiles In Courage was never officially nominated by the judges. It is thought that 
Joe Kennedy, a very powerful man in the United States at that time, used his influence to get his 
son’s book to the selection committee as he knew the Pulitzer would give his son’s book the 
momentum it needed. Profiles In Courage was considered light reading when compared to the 
heavy scholarly biographies it was up against written by real historians. 


In the annals of irony, the book which was fraudulently awarded the Pulitzer Prize, now sponsors 

an award itself. The Profiles In Courage award is given every year to a politician who displays 

the qualities JFK told Sorenson to write about. Another degree of irony is that the winners of the 
award are chosen by a committee from the John F. Kennedy Library Foundation. If you want an 
answer to how this could go on, maybe you should consult a poem by the queen of literary fraud, 

Jorie Graham, entitled “The Way Things Work.” 


Adam Hardin joined the ULA in 2004 after writing the first of several Monday Reports he would 
contribute to LiteraryRevolution.Com. The ULA's Director of Research Activities, he would also 
perform at the F Independent Literary Festival in Cleveland, Ohio USA in 2006. A resident of 
Illinois, USA during his ULA days, he continues to reside there. Since his ULA days, he has further 
developed his research skills and earned a law degree. He can be reached at 

hardinadam@ yahoo.com. 
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"Mandeville's Garden" 
(from The Whirligig Special FILF Edition, 2006) 
by Leopold McGinnis 


James Kimble’s back from South Korea with a tale of 1,001 'Hos: 


“Fuck, man, you didn’t even need to try. Chicks are so easy there it’s not even funny. You could 
just walk up to them on the street and ask if they wanted to go to a hotel or something and they’d 
say yes. Especially if you’ve got blonde hair and blue eyes.” 


James has blonde hair and blue eyes. 


“They die for it, man. Having a white guy is like a status symbol or something. Like having a 
BMW or something. Man, my first week there there’s this chick across from my apartment. You 
know, really cute too. Petite. Perky breasts. Small, dark nipples. Ninety percent of Korean 
chicks are fucking cute. Thin, like models. Anyway, second day there I get this knock on my 
door and she invites me for tea. Doesn’t speak much English but a pretty good cook and after 
half an hour she’s sucking my dick. I couldn’t believe it, man! She even started coming over and, 
after we fucked a couple times, she’d do my laundry for me. Fucking great, man. She was 
psycho, though. Wanted to get married or something ... take her back to Canada. So I had to cut 
that quick. I'm not ready to settle down. Plus, there’s so much free poontang there you don’t 
want to give it all up after just a taste, you know what I mean? 


“Yeah, she started stalking me and stuff. I had to sneak into my own apartment! I swear she was 
listening at the door because half the time she’d greet me before I got halfway down the hallway. 
Said she loved me. Kept offering to clean my apartment and cook my meals. Pd fuck her 
sometimes, but just to get rid of her, you know? I mean, by that point there were married women 
buying me watches and shit for sleeping with them a couple times a week. Man. I slept with over 
200 bitches. It’s like bonanza or something down there. You should go. You really should go.” 


KKK 


My bet is that James didn’t get laid once in South Korea. My bet is that he went over thinking 
Asian hotties would be swooning over his greasy looks and fainting on top of his big western dick. 
Then, when he gets about as much action there as he gets here (read none) he has to compensate 
for his feelings of failure, inadequacy, or stupidity by coming back and conjuring up fabulous 
tales of his own exploits ... fabulous tales the likes of which probably germinated his exaggerated 
expectations of Asian sexual gratification in the first place. Maybe, if he tells a big enough tale, 
our jealously will make up for the disconnect between his hopes and reality. 


I mean, James was over there for just under a year and in 342 days he had 200 different sex 
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partners? Unlikely. When, exactly, did he teach English? And with his attitude towards women, 
at least in front of his friends, and lack of Korean language skills, Pm so sure he was able to easily 
pitch the Daewoo to any girl who crossed his path. But, of course, no one--Kevin, Nathan, Ted, 
Adrian--cares about the ridiculous holes in his story. Kevin, Nathan, Ted, Adrian, they eat this 
stuff up, staring on like kids at a campfire to this modern day Scheherazade and his 1,001 tales of 
sexual conquest. It’s what all these guys want to believe anyway: That there’s some land out there 
where girls walk around with their panties around their ankles and sex is like picking fruit off the 
tree: Always ripe, always in season, begging to be selected and have their seed spread around. 


It’s funny to think how little the world has changed in five hundred years. Listening to this tale of 
1,001 'Hos, I can’t help thinking of Sir John Mandeville's travel guide, published in 1356, that 
detailed his journeys across the world--particularly to a land called “Ethiopia” where he 
encountered tribes of men who had no heads, but faces on their chests; men with lips so large 
they used them to protect their face from the sun when sleeping; dwarves with no mouths, but two 
holes instead, through which they used straws to get their sustenance ... Not only was 
Mandeville’s non-fiction account one of the first travel books in history, but it was infamously 
popular and highly regarded as the most reliable and complete travel guide in its time--even above 
Marco Polo’s work! Apparently, a copy of Mandeville’s Travels was even found in the personal 
library of Leonardo Da Vinci. Today they’re not even sure if the author ever even left England ... 
or if a Sir John Mandeville ever existed. 


I’m not sure that really matters. 


Listening to this tale of 1,001 'Hos, I think of Donnacona, Jacques Cartier’s kidnapped native, 
whose tales of the Kingdom of Saguenay, rich with gold and inhabited by white men with wings 
who flew from tree to tree in what is now southern Ontario, convinced the King of France to fund 
further explorations in the new world. I think of the Ute, Apache, and Comanche who told white 
men exactly what they wanted to hear: fountains of youth, cities of gold, tribes of murderous 
cannibals. 


I think of Prester John, the fabled King, and his Christian Nation trapped at the very bottom of 
the Hindu world and all the Christian traders, slavers, and crusaders on a mad mission to find and 
liberate the great Christian king and his 72 kingdoms brimming with gold, fabulous beasts, three- 
eyed men with horns on their foreheads, women who battled on horseback, people who lived for 
200 years ... 


I think of monkey heads sewn onto trout carcasses. I think of sea-priests. I think of Columbus 
who stumbled across America in a search for the Garden of Eden which he believed rested on top 
of the world like a nipple on a woman’s breast. I think of Walter Raleigh and his quest for 
Amazon women and Olaus Magnus and his detailed maps demarking sea monster locations like 
guides to celebrity abodes in Hollywood. I think of the 18th century Turkish tale of the 
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I think of ads for penile enhancement, Sea Monkeys, X-ray glasses ... and I remember reading 
with fervour that list of novelty items at the back of my comic books, lamenting the fact that they 
were only available to American customers. And I remember how exciting it was to believe those 
tales. And I wonder what it would be like to see winged men flying from tree to tree? Cities of 
gold? What would it be like? 


I imagine myself living amongst a tribe of men with no heads, talking only to their chests. And 
what about the women? Do their breasts hang in their face like droopy, fleshy eyelids? What 
extraordinary customs would these people have? And, as a foreigner, what faux pas would I 
make? How would I learn and grow to live among them? What could headless people teach me? 
And think of how nice it would be to have a tree that grew women, as shapely, moist, and 
delicious as pears. Pd water this tree every day, taking the greatest care trimming, budding, 
watering, pruning ... I'd become a gardener, hoarding my prize away on some secret farm 
surrounded on all sides by tall firs ... growing only enough food to feed myself and my "fruit" and 
the fruits of our passion. Would they be my slaves? Or would I be a slave to them? Or would we 
be a happy, symbiotic commune of unbridled sex? 


And just what it would be like if there actually was a land of 1,001 lusty women? A place you 
could just visit and sex would be on the menu as often as a change of smells in the air. Where, 
for once, women would be doing anything in their power to get me into bed! Where I'd have the 
option of turning it down ... if I wanted ... for once. Where lust would be a need as easily and 
satisfactorily satisfied as hunger, fulfilled in a hundred different ways from quick and light to an all 
out buffet, from wet and syrupy to hot and heavy, whenever the hunger set upon you. What an 
astonishing thing that would be! Like shrinking down and being bestest friends forever with my 
tank full of sea monkeys that never came in the mail. 


Novelist Leopold McGinnis joined the ULA in 2005. He contributed to Slush Pile, 
LiteraryRevolution.Com, Underground Literary Adventures, and Underground Literary Reviews, 
before moving on in 2007 to form The Guild Of Outsider Writers with some other ex-ULAers. 
Since his ULA days, he has continued to write and publish. A world traveler during his ULA days, 
he currently resides in Edmonton, Alberta Canada. He can be reached at reotord@gmail.com. 
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"Arachnids Know No Pity" 
(from Underground Literary Adventures, 2006) 
by James Nowlan 


It was different than other interviews that I had had. There was no desk between me and the 
woman giving the interview who was quite attractive in spite of a slight moustache on her upper 
lip maybe even because of it and had a pair of enticing breasts that I tried desperately not to 
notice. After a short discussion the content of which I’ve now forgotten I was led to a room 
where the tasks I was to perform were explained to me. 


I understood or I guess I understood this being one of those vast blank moments where memory 
as it normally is is replaced by something else. Seated before a small screen I was to ask people a 
series of questions and mark the answers. This was not the difficult part. Convincing people to 
take part was and keeping them participating was even harder. 


The problem was the questions. They started out innocently enough asking about people’s buying 
habits and leisure activities but entering more and more into their personal life to eventually 
interrogate them on their sexual practices. They usually hung up between porno and 
masturbation. After several hang ups a voice came on my headphones. 


I thought at first that I had forgotten to hang up the phone but then recognized it as that of the 
woman who had employed me. In a calm authoritative tone she told me that I must keep the 
people talking until the end of the survey; the difficulty perhaps being that my voice faltered when 
I asked uncomfortable questions, I should ask them just as I asked all the others. 


Trying to follow her advice I continued but it just got worse because now I was worried about not 
just the question but how I was sounding. I was stuttering even before I got to personal hygiene 
and people were hanging up insulting me. The manageress didn’t come back on and I took that as 
a bad sign. When the end of the day had come I was left staring at a screen not showing one 
completed interview. 


I heard a pair of snickers and I looked up startled because I had thought myself alone. Two men, 
younger than myself and looking much more fit were looking at me with frat boy nonchalance. 
“Don’t worry,” said the more Ivy League looking one, “Everybody’s first day is like that. There’s 
a party downstairs would you like to come?” 


I thankfully nodded yes and followed them, forgetting to take off my headphones until they 
pointed it out to me. I preceded them down some rickety stairs into a dank basement. Through a 
dusty murk I saw the pale figure of a woman naked except for a black leather bra, panties and 
boots. 
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“Bring him here,” said the voice of the manageress. 


The two frat boys grabbed my arms and putting painful joint locks on me dragged me across the 
room until I found myself at the feet of my boss of one day. She nailed my head to the ground 
with a spiked heel “Naughty boy didn’t want to talk dirty on the telephone today, huh? Think 
you're too nice? Too clean? TIl show you,” and stepping over me while undoing a zipper in her 
panties she preceded to urinate on my face. 


When she was finished she stalked out without a word and the two frat boys helped me up and 
then with a relatively sympathetic glance left me alone in my stupor. The smell of urine assured 
me a seat alone on the streetcar ride home and I would have bought a bottle of wine to calm my 
nerves but the liquor storeowner waved me away thinking that I was a street derelict. 


I don’t know why I went back to work the next day other than a desperate need for money. My 
boss passed with a smile as if nothing had happened. I dreaded being reprimanded anew but 
surprisingly things passed quite well. I felt just as calm if not calmer asking people the more 
intimate questions. 


The study was soon completed and we passed to another. It was for the behalf of a large real 
estate firm and the object seemed to be measuring people’s fear of being a victim of violent 
crime. “Have you ever been assaulted, robbed or do you know someone who has? Do you feel 
safe walking alone at night? Have you thought about moving out of the city because you’re 
afraid?” Most of the interviewees answered that they thought the threat was exaggerated. 


At the end of the day the two frat boys approached me again. Some exercise equipment had been 
set up in the basement and they wanted to know if Id like to go downstairs and work out with 
them. A day of reciting the same litany had put me into such a trance like state that I allowed my 
self to be led off like livestock to the slaughter. Where before the manageress had been waiting a 
heavy boxing bag was hanging. I caught myself almost feeling disappointed. The less Ivy League 
looking one handed me a pair of bag gloves and the more Ivy League looking one stepped behind 
the bag to brace his body against it. “Let’s see your left jab.” I threw something that I thought 
was what a left jab should look like. “Too much arm get some shoulder into it.” I threw the 
punch again and this time the one standing behind briskly pushed my shoulder at the same time. 
The resulting blow staggered the one holding the bag. “That’s a boy keep it up.” I continued 
hitting while more Ivy League egged me on and less Ivy League propelled my shoulders into the 
punch and we progressed to the right cross and eventually the left hook. Esteeming that that 
would be enough, they invited to drive me home. 


They drove around for awhile and I didn’t really feel like insisting upon the direction they should 
take. I was beside more Ivy and less Ivy in the back spoke up, “study's going bad sometimes 
people just don’t want to think like how they oughta should. You know they all live in this 
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neighborhood?” 
“Who?” 
“The people that we interviewed today.” 
“Looks like a nice area,” I answered and it did. 
“There’s one now, go make some trouble with him.” 
Stunned I stuttered, “How?” 
“Ask him for a cigarette and if he doesn’t have one for you get aggressive.” 


Not understanding why I let myself be pushed out of the car and onto the pavement the 
momentum sending me off on a course towards the man. 


“Got a cigarette?” wondering what Id do if he answered no politely. 
“I don’t smoke homosexual cigarettes so ve got nothing for you fag,” came his obliging answer. 


When I put my fists up he walked directly into a left jab. He fell back and then rushed forward to 
be met by a combination that knocked him to his knees. After recovering his senses he stood up 
and staggered towards me to be knocked on his back for good by a right cross. 


The next day we interviewed people living in the same neighborhood that we had visited the night 
before and they responded in a pronouncedly more cringing manner. Many said they were 
planning to move out of town soon and that they had a friend who had been attacked or they had 
heard about someone being beaten or felt that the area they were living in was becoming less safe 
etc. We’d completed the corrected study by the end of the day and the two Ivys approached me, 
with more respect now like I was a fellow jock maybe not a jock as an Ivy jock as them but a 
jock all the same, offering to drive me home. On the way they asked if Id like to go to a bar with 
them and pick up some babes. When I said had some other more important business they gave 
me a glance that questioned my masculinity but then I had given that man a serious beating the 
night before and I hadn’t come on to them so maybe I was just planning to get some women on 
my own in bars better suited for non-Ivy pseudo jocks like myself. 


When they left me off I started towards the liquor store with a cursory wave goodbye that they 
could go ahead and interpret as fruity or not if they wanted could keep them from inviting me 
places. The liquor owner that had refused to serve me had been replaced by a smiling cousin of a 
happier tribe from the same country. He recommended a bottle of wine from the shelf and some 
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exotic looking dried sausage. 


Back at my cramped apartment I looked out of my kitchen window while carving the sausage into 
slices and sipping the wine straight from the bottle. The streets of the city spread out like a 
sinister web and I started to have a feeling of pity for all the poor insects caught in the web but 
then I remembered that I was one of the spiders weaving that web and arachnids know no mercy. 


Novelist and filmmaker James Nowlan came to the ULA's attention when he won a writing contest 
(mocking the other writing contests that typically preyed on writers) the ULA sponsored in 2004. 
Quickly recruited, he wrote several Monday Reports and contributed to Underground Literary 
Adventures, Underground Literary Reviews, and ULA Poetry And Fiction. His novel Security 
was published as part of the ULA Press line. An American expatriate, he lived in Lyon, France 
during his ULA years, where he continues to reside today and write and publish. He can be 
reached at jamesnowlan3 @gmail.com. 
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"Nazis, Rupert Murdoch, Pornography, and Modern Literature" 
(from LiteraryRevolution.Com, 2006) 
by Victor Schwartzman 


The other night, watching tv instead of reading, I noticed two things and thought a third. That 
was a good night, because sometimes I don't think at all while watching tv. First, I noticed ads 
for DVDs of movies which were in the theatres only a month or two ago. Second, I noticed all 
those beautiful sexy bodies on cable tv's MTV. Third, my thought: the Nazis were right. 


Not that anyone should give the Nazis any credit. Hell, Hitler did not even have cable, much less 
DVDs. Hitler never even knew Britney Spears. 


But the Nazis, though I hate to admit it, got some things right. One of those things, courtesy of 
propaganda chief Joseph Goebbels, was to get a grip on pornography (is that the right phrase?) 
and its effects on society (okay, not society but men, because we can all safely assume that the 
vast majority of pornophiliacs are males). The Nazis knew porn and what it did. We're very 
lucky they did not have tv. 


One of the first things the Nazis did when they came to power was to make porn illegal. Porn 
diverted Aryans from the Nazi mission. It is hard to plan the occupation of France if you are at 
home in your bathroom jerking off. Similarly, except in reverse, when the Nazis invaded a 
country one of the very first things they did was to distribute pornography. The same logic 
applied: if you are home alone jerking off, you are not likely to be out on the street fighting 
invading Nazis. 


The Nazis loved porn as a great tool for managing people--if you will, porn was a sorta 
enslavement dildo. It is hard (is that quite the right word?) to find information about the Master 
Race's manipulation of masturbation. Time spent on Google reveals nothing, so apparently this is 
a part of history which has been forgotten (and which I am not making up). 


The connection between the Nazis' use of porn and today's multinational publishing 
conglomerates is pretty obvious. Really? Yes!! The Nazis used porn to entertain isolated people 
for political purposes. Modern multinational publishing uses literature to entertain isolated 
people for commercial reasons (except most modern multinational publishers are not as smart as 
the Nazis, and do not consciously realize what they are doing. They regard it as just good 
business practice. Which is worse?) 


Modern publishers either go for a blockbuster that will broad appeal (a self help book by a pop 
tart or Pamela Anderson Lee's novel) or they aim for a particular niche market group (a solid 
publishing market has grown up recently is extreme right wing literature. Extreme left wing 
literature is apparently too subversive for mainstream publishers to target that group). Today's 
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broadly based books are similar to the crap which has made up mainstream literature for 
centuries. That is, writing which appears to have a point but which in the end lets the reader off 
the hook. You know, like Spielberg's Saving Private Ryan. War is hell but, gosh darn it, it ends 
up okay! 


Now, just because multinational publishers are not as smart as Nazis doesn't mean they don't have 
remarkably similar goals. When the Nazis invaded a country they tried to maintain the (new) 
status quo. 


Multinational publishers owned by such respecters of literature as Rupert Murdoch have invaded 
literature, but they want to also maintain the status quo. They want you to think it's still literature 
in those books, as opposed to Marx's famous opiate for the masses. And an opiate it is, keeping 
you entertained and diverted and maybe even thinking about change (but never doing anything). 
Big publishers today have no interest in upsetting the status quo. They ARE the status quo. This 
is not to say many people in big publishing don't want to publish great books, but somehow their 
ideals never quite cross over into action. A Martha Stewart decorating book is always preferable 
to a novel about homeless people. Homeless people are such downers. Modern multinational 
publishing HATES downers! 


Instead, today's muckraking books published by mainstream publishers are typified by Bob 
Woodward's insider books on government. Ol' Bob is a long long ways from Deep Throat. 
Upton Sinclair and the other real muckrakers died long ago. Big publishers are not interested in 
books attacking companies, since those companies may end up being part of their multinational 
holdings (now, or later). These days big publishers are vertically and horizontally linked to other 
multinational conglomerates. Literature is just one more business. And authors attacking a 
societal problem may not get very far if the publisher or one of its sister corporations is 
responsible for the problem or--yes yes yes--making money off it. 


But we were talking about isolation. Why do you keep dragging me off topic? 


The situation large multinationals are faced with now is that it is that the market is increasingly 
diverse, with groups of readers increasingly isolated and being isolated. Before you could sell 
Norman Rockwell and Danielle Steele easily. Now entertaining literature is available in many 
places beyond books, just like movies are available increasingly in DVDs and not just theatres. It 
is a cable/Internet universe that began with videotape and was iced with satellites. Mainstream 
audiences are not dead, but they are not nearly as big as they once were. And people who used 
to read for entertainment now find tv so much easier. For example, you don't have to move your 
eyes as much. 


Isolating people from each other started as a political goal of the Nazis, and has since become a 
fact of life. More magazines are on the racks; more writing is available on the Internet. All that 
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means less book use, which eventually led to a commercial rationalization for targeting small 
audiences and/or targeting only the broadest of general audiences. 


Of course, the Nazis treated society this way deliberately, for political reasons, whereas 
multinational corporations are doing it by accident for commercial reasons. Fortunately the Nazis 
lost. Unfortunately, Rupert Murdoch is winning. And that is only one of the differences between 
Rupert Murdoch and his multinational media companies and the Nazis. 


So much changed when tv came along, and became worse with cable tv and its new universe of 
specialty programming and channels. It's like when the few multinational publishers bought up 
the many smaller publishers. Thirty years ago there was a wide variety of independent publishing 
houses, large and small. Today there are still many small houses, but the market is a lot harder to 
crack, and the biggest publishers are anonymous profit sources for multinational companies. Not 
that Rupert Murdoch and his many minions do not really really really want to produce great art, 
but a novel by the latest singing pop tart will certainly sell copies, and that will make people 
happy, and is that not what great writing does? More important buckos: a novel by Pam Lee is a 
lot easier to sell at the "what'll we publish next" editorial meeting than an edgy novel by someone 
without very large breasts. 


It was great when there were mainstream publishers willing to take risks rather than devote 
themselves to pandering. They knew some books were not for the larger audience, but they 
published them anyway. Small houses often took a personalized pride in what they published. 
There were specific people in charge of those houses who, yes, wanted to make money, but often 
they were willing to take risks. It was personal. How many corporate ladder climbers in 
multinational publishing houses will risk their careers on a new writers or edgy subject matter? 


For writers seeking an audience, these are the best of times--you can find plenty of outlets 
courtesy of the Internet in particular. But they are also the worst of times--the publishers who 
can make your work known only want to entertain people and pander to them. 


Making people think is dangerous. 


Online publisher Victor Schwartzman joined the ULA in 2005 and contributed several Monday 
Reports to LiteraryRevolution.Com before departing in 2007 to form The Guild Of Outsider 
Writers with some other ex-ULAers. Since his ULA days, he has continued to write and publish. 
During his time with the ULA, he lived in Winnipeg, Manitoba Canada. He currently resides in 
Vancouver, British Columbia Canada and can be reached at vschwartzman@gmail.com. 
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"A Clock" 
(from Underground Literary Adventures, 2007) 
by Pat King 


A person who exists in two 

Times at once 

A person two times once 

A sonic regulation 

A person who becomes a man of his 

Own time becomes a clock becomes 

A regulatory commission 

A person’s regulatory commission who turns 

His back on his personal time becomes free 

To pursue time on his terms (a beach house) 

A person of sonic regulation whose memory reminds him 

Of something beyond that which was once the regulatory body 
Legislating time reminds a sonic pastor of his own time becomes a 
Cook as time becomes time becomes a man 

Who exists in two times at any time considers the mode of time the greedy trick of time and time 
again I remind you need I remind you of time? 


Pat King was an early enthusiast of the ULA, publishing ULA writers in his zine Cathedral and 
filming activities of the group. He soon joined officially, moving from Alabama to Pennsylvania 
USA to become more involved. He participated in readings and protests and served as coeditor and 
editor of the Underground Literary Adventures blog. Eventually, he decided to concentrate less on 
protest of literary corruption and more on promotion of underground writing and quit the ULA to 
form The Guild Of Outsider Writers with some other ex-ULAers. Since his ULA days, he has 
continued writing and making films (and writing about films), currently residing in Frederick, 
Maryland USA. His Website is TaeMugwumpCorporation.Com, and he can be reached at 
alabamamoviemaker@hotmail.com. 


"zine worker" 
(from Get It chapbook, 2007) 
by Mark Sonnenfeld 


Charlie Parker record plays 

faintly in the background. 

The empty bar cashier's midnight 
(face unshaven) (disheveled) 

is scraped clean of the dead skin. 
about me? asks the zine worker. 


(and) why are you whispering 
into that old telephone 


receiver? 
we can do a collaboration, 
says he. quickly: 


got 18 poems for a chapbook? 
will take too long to compile -- 
how about 4 poems apiece 

for an 8 '” x 14 broadside. 

I'll pay $50!! says the zine 
worker. 

make it a hundred 

and you got a deal -- but 
you'll need to clear it with ? ? 
who owns my rights. 


3 a.m. 

Real weird 

Cloud tree 

leaves sway showing the dead bark 

and pale orange light 

at 8 vicious angles 

the spacious cathedral front 

the front-scraping job is roped off 
(sleeping) 

I lost Jack 

down a dimly lit city corridor. But wow. 

I awoke. 


POSTSCRIPT On August 18, 2007 I placed this poem along 
with a hundred dollar bill at Jack Kerouac's grave. The note 
on top read: An Offering - Who ever finds this may keep it 
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Experimental writer Mark Sonnenfeld joined the ULA in 2003 and stayed until the end. A prolific 
poet and publisher, Sonnenfeld contributed to LiteraryRevolution.Com and participated in ULA 
protests and readings in New York City, New York USA and Philadelphia, Pennsylvania USA. 
During his ULA years, he hailed from East Windsor, New Jersey USA, where he continues to 
reside today. He continues to write and publish, operating Marymark Press. He can be reached at 
45-08 Old Millstone Drive, East Windsor, NJ 08520 USA. 
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"Atheism" 
(from Underground Lettres Arts Manifest, 2008) 
by Mark "Brunetti" Baird 


Why don’t they have a church for the Atheist? 
A place we can go to praise the non-existence of him. 


And we'll give ourselves titles and ranks, 
that determine just how much we don’t believe in him. 


We'll accept donations, have pie sales, 
and even play bingo on Tuesday nights. 


We'll have holidays for those extra days off, 
and at annual town fairs 
run a booth with raffle tickets. 


Our prophets will be the best of the best 
from Nietzsche to Sartre, 
their books used as bibles. 


And the people of the congregation 

will gather on a much better day than 

a Sunday or Saturday. Maybe a Tuesday night 
can work, everybody seems to be free then. 


Publisher of the underground poetry magazine The Idiom Mark "Brunetti" Baird joined the ULA in 
2008. He contributed to Underground Lettres Arts Manifest and performed at several ULA 
readings. Since his ULA years, he has continued to be creative, creating an Idiom podcast and 
playing in the band Puppy Grease, as well as teaching English, working at a sculpture center, and 
taking up yoga. Hailing from New Jersey USA during his ULA years, he continues to reside there. 
He can be reached at Markb6770@gmail.com. 
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"Calling You Out" 
(from Underground Lettres Arts Manifest, 2008) 
by Michael Grover 


My country hates the poor, 
The homeless. 

Blames them for living 
Out in the open. 


Haves take more, 

More government relief. 

Poor not a pot to piss in, 

No relief or jobs in sight. 


I saw your hand print america 

Across the face of a battered child in the street. 
I'm calling you out. 

You tried to hide 

In the TV, 

Behind the troops, 

Behind the flag, 

The statue of liberty, 

Some fucked up cracked bell. 


I'm calling you out. 

It was you that put crack on the streets. 
To kill the poor quicker. 

You hate the poor. 

You engineered the AIDS virus. 

Now I'm speaking in conspiracies. 
Like dreams come true, 

Deferred away, 

away. 


I'm calling you out. 

You fearmonger. 

Feeding on the fear 

Of your weakest. 

Sending fear through mass media, 
Sittin’ there feedin' on it. 

Getting fat off it. 


You are the fattest of the cats. 


I'm calling you out. 

I don't stand for the national anthem. 
I laugh right in your face. 

The last time I heard it 


Someone tried to make me take my hat off. 


I said "Who are you the police?" 
Won't love it or leave it. 


I'm calling you out. 

Won't listen to some chump 

With a three piece suit and tie mind, 
Tell me a vote for him 

Will make my life better. 

I know I'm gonna wake up 

And it's all gonna be the same anyway. 
Change is gonna be 

What's left in my pocket. 


I'm calling you out. 

This is an abusive relationship. 

But I'll stick around just to fuck with you. 
Have you noticed I'm moving 

Closer to the border. 

I'll sit here on the edge 


Watch whatever Armageddon you're playing out. 


I have no fear left to feed you. 


I'm calling you out. 

I'm unlearning what I've learned 
Because wisdom and peace 

Are not a cluttered head. 

I study the bloodline 

Of the Poet. 

I know what you've done. 

I am living and dying simultaneously. 
We all are. 


I'm calling you out. 
You're just an image marketed. 
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You are the biggest illusion. 
I've followed your roads 
From coast to coast. 

From south to north. 

I have seen you. 

I know just how beautiful you are. 
I have seen the injustice. 

I know just how ugly you are. 
I have felt the freedom 

Of an open road, 

Nothing in my way. 

How do we live up to that? 
How does the feeling last? 


Longtime poet Michael Grover joined the ULA while he lived in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania USA. 
Though he didn't stay long as an official member, he continued to associate with the ULA, 
publishing work on Underground Literary Adventures and Underground Lettres Arts Manifest 
and participating in readings such as the Cullen Carter benefit. Since his ULA days, Grover has 
continued writing, publishing, performing, and being active in poetry circles. Currently residing in 
Florida, USA, he can be reached at covert.poetics@gmail.com. 
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THE END, NOW GO OUT AND CREATE YOUR OWN LITERARY REVOLUTION! 


